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Ti, HE Rebearſal of this Comedy wwas 3 with. 5 


the Preſence of the Duke 'of Devonſhire, who is as 
- diftinguiſbed by his Fine Underſiandin * High 
 _, Daality; The Junotence of it m to the 
Humanity of expreſſing bimſelf i in — Tavour. 'Tis bisman-- 
ner to be pleas'd where he is not offended ; a 'Condeſcenſion 
which delicate Spirits are oblig d to for their own Kaſe, 
they would have but @ very ill time of it, if they fuffer'd. 
2 to be diverted with nothing but what could bear 
their Jud | 
bat Lare and 422 Perſon, with, Thepe, par- | 
don my —— to the which obliges me to report 
fo ſubſtantial a Reaſon for their eee of this Play, 
as that he permitted it: but I know not in fey — | 
to thank my Fellow-ſoldiers for their Warmth and Zen 
in my Behalf, nor to what to attribute their undeſerved 
Fawonr, except it be that tis habitual to em to run to 
the Succour of theſe they ſte in Danger. þ 
The Subject of the Drama tis hoped will be es 
to all Lovers of Mankind, fince Ridicule is partly level l- 
at a ſet ef People who live in impatient Hopes to ſee 
us out of the World, à Flock of Rawens that attend this - 
numerous City for their Carcafſes ; v but indeed it is not — 
the Power of any Pen to ſpeak em better than they d 


themſelves : As for Example, on a Door I juſt now-pa 
a great Artiſt thus . us of his Cures 6 the 42 


V. V. Known and ——_— for hisArt of Embalming, 
having preſerved the Corps of a Gentlewoman ſweet and 


ntire thirteen Years, without Embowelling, and has 


educ the Bodies of ſeveral Perſons of Quality to 
5 A 2 Sweetneſe 


f 


P RE F A CE. 


Sweetneſs in Flanders and {reland, after Nine Month's 
Putrefaction in the Ground, and they were known by 
-their Friends in England. No Man performeth the like, 


He. muſt needs be firangely in love with this Life, who 
is not touch d with this kind Invitation to be Pickled; and 
the noble Operator muſt be alluu d a very uſeful Perſon for 
| bringing old Friends together ; nor wwould it be unworthy 

bis ur to give us an Account at large of the . 
Converſation that aroſe upon meeting ſuch an entire Friend 
as be mentions. | hu | 

But to be ſerious; Is there any thing, but its being 
dowwnright Fat, could make a rational Creature believe 
teuere poſſible to arrive at this fantaftick poſthumous 
Folly ; Not at the ſame Time but that 'twere Buffoonery 
rather than Satyr to explode all Funeral Honours ; but 
then it is certainly neceſſary to make 'em ſuch that the 
Mourners ſhould. be in earneſt, and the lamented worthy 
F our Sorrow: But this Purpoſe is ſo far from being 
ſerv d, that it is utterly deſtroy d by the manner of Pro- 
' ceeding among us, wwhere the Obſequies which are due on- 
by to the beſt and higheſt of human Race ( to admoniſh their 
Hort Survivors that neither Wit, nor Valour, nor Wif 
dom, nor Glory can ſuſpend our Fate) are proftituted, and 
beftow'd upon ſuch as have nothing in Common with Mer, 
but their Mortality. # | { | wo 

But the dead Man is net to paſs off fo eafily, for his laſt | 


Theughts are alſo to ſuffer Diſſetion, and it ſtems there is 


an Art to be learned to fpeak our own Senſe in other Men's | 


Words, and a Man in a Gown that never ſaw his Face 7 


Hall tell you immediately the Deſign of the deceas d, better 
than all his old Acguaintance; which is fo perfect an Ho- 
cus Pocus, that without you can repeat ſuch and ſuch | 
Words, you cannot convey what is in your Hands intq a- 
not her s; but far be it from any man's Thought to ſay 
there are not Men of ftrict Integrity of the Bets Robe, 
tbo it is not every Body's good Fortune to meet with en. 

However the daily legal Villanies wwe ſee committed, 
will alſo be eſteem'd things proper to be proſecuted by Sa- 
r, nor could our enſuing Legiſlative do their Country « 

„ mare 
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T 
more ſeaſonable Office than to load into the Diftreſſer of as 
unhappy People, ⁊ubo groan perhaps in as much Miſery an- 
der intangled, as they do under broken Laws; nor 
could there be a Rewdrd high enough aſſign'd for a great 
Genius, if ſuch may be found, who has Capacity ſuffici- 
ent to glance through the falſe Cours that are put apo 
us, and propoſe to'the Engliſi World, a Method of mak- 
ing Juſlice flow in an uninterrupted Stream; there is /o 
clear a Mind in being, whom we will name in Wards that 
of all Men breathing can be only ſaid of him; 'Tis he that 
is exce | . 


Seu Iinguam eauſis acuit, ſeu Civica urin 
Reſponſare parat, ſeu condit amabile carmen. 


Other Enemies that may ariſe againſt this poor Play are 
indeed leſs terrible, but much more powerful than theſe, 
and they are the Ladies; but if there is any thing that 
— a ſower'd Man,who laſhes all for Lady Brampton ; 

e may there will be ſeen alſo a Devoted Heart, 
that efteems all for Lady Sharlot. | 


422ö;· 8 


OLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 


* NI 5 
e Deſerted, and Dramatick Art . 


To Dazzle now the Eye, has left the Heart; 
Gay Lights, and Dreſſes, long extended Scenes, 
Dzmons and Angels moving in Machines, 

All tbat can ROW, or pleaſe, or fright the fair, 
May be perform'd without a Writer's C are, 
And is the Still of Carpenter, not Player : 

Old Shakeſpear's Days could not thus far Advance; 
But what's his Buskin to our Ladder Dance? 

In the mid Region a filk Youth to fland, 

With that unweildy E gin 'at Command, © 

Gorg'd with intemp.s rate Meals while here you fit, 
| Well may you take Adi vity for Wit : 

Fie, let Confuſion on ſuch Dulneſi ſeize; ; 

Bluſh you're fo pleas'd, as we that ſo we pleaſe. 
But wwe, flill kind to your inverted Senſe, 
Do moſt unnatural Things once more diſpence. 
For fince you're flill prepoſt'rous in Delight, 
Our Author made, a full Houſe to invite, 

A Funeral à Comedy To-night. 


4, 


K R 0 L 0 G U E. 
Nor FD be fear that you ill take the Hint, 
And let the Funeral bis own be meant; © * 
No, in Oli England nothing can be won 
Without a Faction. Good or Ill be done ; 

To exon this our Frank Author does not fear, 

But hopes for a prevailing Party here; 

e knows has num rour Friends, nay knows they I bow its 
nd for the aun, fave the Pact. 
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ACT 1 SCENE I 
| Ente Cabinet, Sable, and Cam 1 


— 


Canmer.- 


Buzsr into Langhter!: 1 Aut der td 
ſee writ over an Undertaker's Door, 
Dreſſes for the Dead, and Neceſſaries 
for Funerals ! Ha! hal ha! 
Sab. Well Gentlemen, n 
11 you are of the Laughers, the! 
SY Wits that take the Liberty to to deride all 
and ſolemn. 
„bat afterall I can't but admire $abtt's nice 
ſuperſſuous Cares of Mankind, that 
conld lead chem to the Thought of raiſing an fr hl 
providing Horſes, Equipage, and Tok for. th 


chat no longer need em. $1.5. SUPT | 
5; 208 %4 I. n F , #79 2. 4 - Cab: 
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Cab. But is it not ſtrangely contradiQry, that Men 
can come to fo c ſo ap an Hypocriſy, as in 
the Face of all the World, to hire-profeſs'd Mourners | 
to grieve, lament, and follow in their Stead, their near- | 
eſt Relations, and ſuborn others to do by Art, what they | 
themſelves ſhould-be prompted to by Nature ? 

Sab. That's reaſonably enough ſaid ; but they 
themſelves only in all they act the deceas'd, and the 3 
poor Dead are deliver:d to my Cuſtody, to be embalm'd, Wp 
* flaſh'd, cut, and dragg'd about, not to do them Honour, 

bat to ſatisfy the Vanity or Intereſt of their Survivors. 
Cam. This Fellow's every way an Undertaker ! How | 
well and luckily he talks] His prating ſo aptly, has me- 
thinks ſomething more ridiculous in it, than if he were 
—_ ' F Afide to Cabinet. 

Cab. But as Mr. Canpley ſays, wo could you dream | 
of making a fortune from ſo chimerical a Foundation, as 
the proviſion of things wholly needleſs and inſignificant } 

Sab. Alas, Gentlemen, the value of all things under the 
Sun is meerly fantaſtick : We run, we ftrive, and pur- 
chaſe things with our Blood and Money, quite foreign to 


= * 


our intrinſick real Happineſs, and which have a Being in Y 
ion only, as you may ſee by the Pudder that is 


made about Precedence, Titles, count Favour, Maiden- 4 
heads, and China-ware. | ' \ 
Can. Ay, Mr. Sable, but all thoſe are Objefts that f 


be promote our Joy, are bright to the Eye, or ſtamp 18 3% 
our Minds Pleaſure and Self-ſatisfaQtion. 


Sab. You are extremely miſtaken, Sir; for one would 
wonder to conſider that after all our Out- cries againſt 
ſelf. intereſted Men, there are few, very few in the whole 
World that live to themſelves, but ſacrifice their Boſom- 
bliſs to enjoy a vain Show, and Appearance of Proſperi- 
ty in the Eyes of others; and there is often nothing 
more inwardly diſtreſs'd than a young Bride in her glit-' | 
tering Retinue, or Feply Joyful, than a young Widow | 
in her Weeds and b af both which, the La- 


dy of this Houſe may be an Inſtance, for ſhe has been 


the one, and i is, 1% don, the other. 


Cab: 


77 
= 7 


| Greef A. la- mode. | 3 
Cab. You talk, Mr. Sable, moſt learnedly ! 242 
Lab. I have the deepeſt Learning, Sir, Experience: 
emember your Widow Couſin that married laſt Month, 
Cab. Ay! But how cou'd you imagin ſhe was in all 
nat Grief an Hypocrite ?!——Ovuld all thoſe Shrieks, 
hoſe Swoonings, that riſing falling Boſom be conſtrain'd? _, 
Fou're uncharitable, Sable, to believe it What Colour, 
hat Reaſon had you for it? 113 
Sab. Firſt, Sir, her Carriage in her Concerns with me; 
r I never yet could meet with a ſorrowful Relic but was 
rſelf enough to make an hard in with me Vet 
muſt s they have frequent Interruptions of Grief 
ad Sorrow when they read my Bill—but as for her, no- 
ing, ſhe reſolv'd, that look d bright or joyous ſhould 
fter her Love's Death approach her. All her Servants 


ere © 
et. hat were not cole Black muſt turn out; a fair Complexion 
am Made her Eyes and Heart ake, ſhe'd none but downright 


t,and to exceed all Example ſhe hir d my Mourning Fur- 
ture by the Year, and in caſe of my Mortality ty d my 
Won to the ſame Article; ſo in fix Weeks time ran away 
ur- Fith a young Fellow—Prithee puſh on briskly, Mr. Ca- 
, now is your time to have this Widow, for Taztleaid 
Alls me ſhe always faid ſhe'd never marry— 
bk Cab. As you ſay , that's generally the moſt hopeful Sign 5 
az. I tell you, Sir, tis an infallible one; you know 
ce profeſſions are only to introduce Diſcourſe of Ma- 
nony and young Fellows. LES W 
Cab. But I ſwear I could not have Confidence ev'n after 
our long Acquaintance, and the mutual Love, which 
is Lordſhip (who indeed has now been ſo kind as to leave 
) has ſp long interrupted, to mention a thing of ſuch 
Nature fo unſeaſonably | | 
Sab. Unſeaſonably ! Why I tell you'tis the only Seaſon 
ranting her Sorrow unfeign'd :) When would you ſpeak 
Paſſion, but in the midſt of Paſſions? there's what 
ye call, a Crifis—the lucky Minute that's fo talked of, 
a Moment hetween Joy and Grief, which you muſt 
e hold of, and puſh your Fortune—But get you in, 
id you'll beſt read your fate in the Reception Mrs. Tarthe- 
| 8 n ai 4 


1 255 Rune. 5 7 
1 All mne fiys and all ſhedoes, nay, ern 
a N are meer Repetition of her Ladyſhipy| l 
Paſſions: I'll ſay that for her, ſhe's a true Lady's woman, 
and is her ſelf as „ E = 
t I muſt beg your pardon, emen, my people are 
| 8 [ Excunt Cab. and Camp, 
2h Enter Sag's Men. 
Where in the Name of Goodneſs have you all been | 
you brought the Saw-duſt and Tar for Embalming? 
By you the « Hanging and the fix-penny Nay wa 1 
Lords Coat of Arms ? 6 
| | Enter Servant. = 
Fer. Yes Sir, and had come ſooner, but I went to the 
Hera s for a Coat for Alderman N that dy d 
| Lift Night he has promis'd to invent one to 
REES 2 morrow. 
Sab. Ah! Pox take ſome of our cis, the firſt Thin 
after their Death is to take care of their Birth—Pox, let 
him bear a Pair of Stockings, he's the firſt of his Family 
that ever wore one: Well, come you that are to be Mour- 
ners in this Houſe, put on your ſad Looks, and walk by 
me that I inay ſort you: Ha you! A little more upon the 
diſmal ;. [ forming their Countenances—)] this Fellow has 
4 good Mortal Look—place him near the Corps: That 
Wainſcoat Face muſt bes o' top of the Stairs; that Fellow's ai 
almoſt in a Fright (that looks as if he were full of ſome Wi 
ſtrange Miſery) at the Entrance of the Hall-—-So--z- 
but I'll fix you all my ſelf —Let's have no Laughing now now | 
on any Provocation: [makes Faces] Look yonder that WW 
Hale well· looking Puppy ! You ungrateful Scoundrel, did 
not T pity-you, take you out of a great Man's Service, 
and ſhow. you the Pleaſure of receiving Wages? Did not 
Tgive you ten, then fifteen, now twenty ſhillings a Week, 
tobe forrowful? and the more I give you, I think the 


wo: you are. 
| Enten a Boy. 
143 Sir, the e of St. Timothy > in the 


would ſpeak with you. 
et. Let him come in. 


Enter 


ned 
= 


54 Al nö, 8 | 
| | ; et 
N Se en d e 
bip's| Ale Oeted wn los Ny ht I could not get his 
nan, cis Toute ns Tot 


; and, Sir, the Sexton gives his Seryice to you, and de- 

2 + to know whether you'd e "7 
dt; If not, he'lllet 'emlie in their Graves aWeek 
ab. Give him my Service, I can't tell readily ; 
ar Friend, tell him, Dr. Paſſeport, with the Powder, _ 
o miſed me ſix or ſeven Funerals this Week. I'll ſend, 
or Country-Farm at Kenfington-Grave-Pits, and ou 
Sty-Houſe in Varwwicl-· lane for News ; you ſhall know, 
Ne enough. Hark'e, be ſure there's Care taken to give 


ths, 
> are 
mp, 


y Lady Languifbe's Woman a Fee, to keep out that 
dong Fellow came laſt from Oxford; he'll ruin us all. 
to! Enter Goody TRA. 


I wonder, For Goh Thea: 
l; when I told you I wanted you, and your two Daugh+ 


8 to be three Virgins to Night to ſtand in White about; 
nily y Lady Katherine Griſſel's Body, and you know you: 
our. ere privately to bring her home from the Man-midwife's, 

: by here ſhe dy'd in Child-birth, in be buried like a Maid 4 21 
% Wir there is nothing minded: Well, I have put of that til 


has WP morrow ; go and get your Bag of Brick-duſt and your) 
biting. Go and ſell to the -maids, know-who has 

feited about Town: Bring me no bad News, none of, 
} ur Recoveries again. And you, Mr, Blockhead, I war-- 
nt you have not call d at Ms. Peftle's the Apothecary; 
| Fill that Fellow never pay me ? I ftand bound for all the 

] Poiſon in that Rarving Marderer's Shop : He ſerves me 
ft as Dr. Quibur did, who promis'd to write a Treatiſe, - 
gainſt Water-gruel,. a dann d healthy Slop, that has 
one me more Injury than all the Faculty: Look younow, + 
ou're all upon the Sneer, let me have none but down- 
ght ſtupid Countenances I ve a good mind to turn 
ou all off, and take People out of the Play-Houſe ; but 
ang em they are as ignorant of their Parts as you are of 
out nn de when the chief 
FF 


ler 


4 The Funeral : Or, 
' aid gives you: Allſhefays and all ſhedoes, nay, her very 
Love and Hatred are meer Repetition of her Ladyſhip's 
Paſſions: I'll ſay that for her, ſhe's a true Lady's woman; 
and is her ſelf as much a ſecond hand thing as her Cloaths, 
But I muſt beg your pardon, Gentlemen, my people are 
come, I ſee—  [ Exeunt Cab. and Camp, 

TR Enter SaBLE's Men. vs 

Where in the Name of Goodneſs have you all been ! 
Have you brought the Saw-duſt and Tar for Embalming? 
Have you the Hangings and the ſix- penny Nails and my *# 
Lords Coat of Arms ? ; . = 
2 | Enter Servant. | 2 
Ser. Yes Sir, and had come ſooner, but I went to the 
Herald's for a Coat for Alderman Gathergreaſe that yd 
Iſt Night——he has promis'd to invent one againſt to 

Sab. Ah! Pox take ſome of our Cits, the firſt Thing 
after their Death is to take care of their Birth—Pox, let 
him bear a Pair of Stockings, he's the firſt of his Family ³ 
that ever wore one: Well, come you that are to be Mour- 
ners in this Houſe, put on your fad Looks, and walk by 
me that I may ſort you: Ha you! A little more upon the 
diſmal ;. [ forming their Countenances—] this Fellow has 
a good Mortal Look—place him near the Corps: That 
Wainſcoat Face muſt be o top of the Stairs; that Fellow's = 
almoſt in a Fright (that looks as if he were full of ſome 
ſtrange Miſery) at the Entrance of the Hall-—-So--5- 8 
but I'll fix you all my ſelf Let's have no Laughing now 
on any Provocation: [makes Faces] Look yonder that 
hale well - looking Puppy! You ungrateful Scoundrel, did 
not I pity you, take you out of a great Man's Service, 
and ſhow. you the Pleaſure of receiving Wages? Did not i 
Igive you ten, then fifteen, now twenty ſhillingsa Week, 2 
to be ſorrowful ? and the more I give you, I think the 


gladder yau are. 
by i Enten a Boy. 1 
Boy. Sir, the Grave- digger of St. Timethy's in the 


Fields would ſpeak with you. 
Cab. Let hum come in. 


e e 


Enter 


0 


* 
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WY [odicatin of the Mind ; i the Geture, in indeed in caſe 


Grief ' A-la-mode.;” Ss 
l Enter Grave · digger. in ar 
C,. I carry'd. home to your Houſe the Shroud the | 
W Gentleman was buried in laſt Night; I could not get his 
Ring off very eaſily, therefore I brought the Finger and 
un; and, Sir, the Sexton gives his Service to you, and de- 
23 to know whether you'd have any Bodies remov d or 
not: If not, he'll let em lie in their Graves aWeek longer. 

Sab. Give him my Service, I can't tell readily ; 
our Friend, tell him, Dr. Paſſeport, with the Powder, has 
ZE promiſed me ſi or ſeven Funerals this Week. I'll ſend, 

to our Country-Farm at Kenſington - Gravel. Piti, and our 
City -Houſe in WVarwick-lane for News; you ſhall know; 
ime enough. Hark'e, be ſure there's Care taken to give 
ny Lady Languiſbe s Woman a Fee, to keep out that 
young Fellow came laſt from Oxford; he'll ruin us all. 
8 Enter Goody TRASH. | 7 
1 wonder, Goody Traßb, you could not be more punc-. 
taal; when I told you I wanted you, and your two Daugh- 
ters, to be three Virgins to Night to ſtand. in White about 
ny Lady Katherine Griſſel's Body, and you know you: 
Leere privately to bring her home from the Man- midwife s, 
Ewhere ſhe dy d in Child- birth, to be buried like a Maid; 
but there is nothing minded: Well, I have put off that till 
co morrow ; go and get your Bag of Brick- duſt and your 
Whiting. Go and ſell to the Cool-maids, know who has | 
urfeited about Town: Bring me no bad News, none of 
our Recoveries again. And you, Mr. Blockhead, I war- 
ant you have not call'd at Mr. Peffle's the Apothecary ; 
Will that Fellow never pay me? I ſtand bound for all the 
Poiſon in that ſtarving Murderer's Shop: He ſerves me 
Paſt as Dr. Quibus did, who promis'd to write a Treatiſe , - 
againſt Water-gruel, a damn'd healthy Slop, that has 
one me more Injury than all the Faculty: Look you now, 
ou're all upon the Sneer, let me have none but down- : 
Fight ſtupid Countenances I've a mind to turn 
vou all off, and take People out of the Play-Houſe ; but 


| 4 thang em they are as ignorant of their Parts as you are of 


I your's,they never act but when they ſpeak ; when the chief 
of 


_— 
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of Sorrow in no Geſture, except you were to acta Widow, 
or fo hut yours, you Dolts, is all in dumb Show; 
dumb Show ? I mean expreſſive eloquent Show: As who 
can ſee ſuch an horrid ugly Phiz as that Fellow's, and not 
be ſhockꝰ' d, offended, and kill'd of all oy while he beholds 
It ? But we muſt not loĩter Ve ſtupid Rogues, whom 


I have pick'd out of all the Rubbiſh of Mankind, and feed 2 


for your eminent Worthleſsneſs attend, and know that i 
I ſpeak you this Moment ſtiff and immutable to all Senfe | 
of Noiſe, Mirth, or Laughter : | Makes Mouths at em as 
they paſs by him, to bring em to a conſtant Countenance] So, 


they are pretty well 
| Enter TrxusTY and Lord BRUU TON. 


pretty well——-- [ Exeunt. 6 | 


' Tra. *Tis Fondneſe, Sir, ard tender Duty to you, 


who have been ſo worthy and ſo juſt a Maſter to me, 


made me ſtay near you; they left me ſo, and there! 
found you wake from your lethargick Slumber ; on which 
I will aſſume an Authority to beſeech you, Sir, to make 


juſt uſe of your reviv'd Life, in ſeeing who are your true 
Friends, and knowing her who has ſo wrought upon your 


noble Nature, as to make it act againſt it ſelf in diſin- 


heriting your brave Son. 
Ld. B. Sure tis impoſſible ſhe ſhould be ſack a Crea- 

ture as you tell me My Mind reflects upon ten thou- 

ſand Endearments that plead unanſwerably for her: Her 


chaft reluctant Love, her eaſy Obſervance of all m y 


wayward Humours, to which ſhe would accommodate 
her ſelf with ſo much Eaſe, I could ſcarce obſerve it was 
a Virtue in her ; ſhe hid her very Patience. 

Tru. It was all Art, Sir, or Indifference to you ; for 
what I ſay is downright Matter of Fact. 

Ld. B. Why didſt thou ever tell me it? Or why not in 


my Life-time, for I muſt call it ſo, nor can I date a Minute Wo 


mine, after her being falſe, all paſt that Moment is Death 
and Darkneſs: Why didft thou not tell me then I ſay ? 
Tru. Becauſe you were too much in Love with her tobe 
inform'd ; nor did I ever know a Man that touch'd on con- 
jugal Affairs could ever reconcile thejarring Humours, but 


in a common Hatred of the Intermedler: But on this moſt 
— | extraordinary 


man.. 3 
extraordinary Oecaſion, which ſeems pointed out by Hea- 
ven itſelf Ss difirigage you from your Cruelty and Baniſh- 
ment of ati innocent Child, I muſt, | will conjure you to 
be conceal'd, and but contain your ſelf, in hearing one Diſ- 
I courſe with that curs'd Inſtrument of all her Secrets, that 
arslaaid, and you'll fee what I tell you; you'll call 
ne then your Guardian and good Genius. REN 
. B. Well you ſhall govern me, but would I had 
2 dy'd in earneſt e'er I'd known it ; my Head ſwims as 
ie did when I fell into my Fit, at the Thoughts of it 
ow dizzy a Place is this World you live in ! All Hu- 
| 4 man- life's a meer Vertigo ! * 
X Tru. Ay, ay, my Lord, fine Reflections, fine RefleQi- 
ns, but that does no Buſineſs : Thus, Sir, we'll ſtand 
onceal'd, and hear, I doubt not, a much ſincerer Dia- 
MNogue than uſual between vitious Perſons ; for a late Acci- 
ent has giv'n a little Jealouſy, which makes em overact 
Meir Love and Confidence in each other. [They retire. 
1 Enter WI Dow and TATTLE A1D meeting and 
running to each other. | 
Vid. Oh Tattleaid! His and our Hour is come! 
Tat. I always ſaid, by his Church-yard Cough, you'd 
ry him, but ſtill you were impatient—— | 
Via. Nay, thou haſt ever been my Comfort, my Con- 
Meent, my Friend, and my Servant; and now I'll reward 
* of y Pains ; for tho” I ſcorn the whole ſex of Fellows, I'IL. 


** * 


ee 'em hopes for thy Sake; every Smile, every Frown, 
ery Geſture, Humour, Caprice and Whimſey of mine, 
be Gold to thee, Girl; thou ſhalt feel all the Sweet and 
ealth of being a fine rich Widow's Woman: Oh! How 
Head runs my firſt Year out, and jumps to all the Joys 
Widow-hood f If thirteen Months hence a Friend 
auld haul one toa Play one has a Mind to ſee, what Plea - 
We 'twill be, when my Lady Brumpton's Footman's call'd 
bo kepta Place for that very Purpoſe) to make a ſudden 

3 WWurrection of fine Wigs in the Pit and Side-boxes. Then, 
ha pretty Sorrow in one's Face, anda willing Bluſh for 
Ing ſtar'd at, one ventures to look round and bow to one 
one's own Quality. Thus [very dire#ly] to a ſmug 
. es | _ . pretending 
1 


8 7. Funeral: 0. . 
Þ Fellow of no Fortune: Thus l. 
Br rg 
one one really loves: Thus [hockined downs one's Woman+ 
Acquaintance ; from Bax to Box thus : [with Looks indi 
rently familiar] And when one has 7 one's Part, 54 
rwe the Actors to do theirs, but with my Mind fixt no 
thoſe I look at, but thoſe that look at — ; 
es | The Lovers ! 4 
Tar. Oh Madam, you make my Heart bound, within 4 
me; I'll warrant you, Madam, I'll manage em all; 
and indeed, Madam, the Men are really very filly Crea- 
tures, tis na ſuch hard Matter—--They Rulers ! They 9 
232388 ! I warrant you indeed ! 5 
 Wid. Ay Tartleaid, they imagine chemſelves mighty | 4 
Things, but Government counted: on Force only is a 
brutal Power—We rule them by their Affections; which 
blinds them into a Belief that they rule us, or at leaſt Þ 4 
are in the Government with Ea,” oof in this Nation 
our Power is abſolute ; Thus, thus, we ee 4 


ber Fan] A Fan is both the Standard, and the Flag of 


Englaid : I laugh to ſee the Men go our Errands, rut 4 [ 
in great Offices, live in Cares, Hazards and Scandals, to 
come home and be Fools to us in Brags of their —_— } bh. 


"4 


, Negotiations, and their Wiſdoms as my. good 
deceas'd us d to entertain me z which I to relieve! 
my ſelf from would liſp ſome filly. Requeſt, pet 1 
on "thi Face—-He ſhakes his Head at my pretty F 
calls me Simpleton ; gives me a Jewel, then goes to 
ſo wiſe, ſo risfied, and ſo deceiv W. 
Tar. But! proteſt, Madam, I've always wonder d how 4 
yan wo wap wa my young Lord's being diſinherited. 
«ty you muſt know my late Lord 1 F 
. * has unds, my date Lord] But I ſay, my 
late Lord Frible was Generofity—1 preſs'd him there, 
and whenever you, by my Order, had told him Stories to 
my Son- in- Law s Diſadvantage, in his Rage and Reſent- 0 
ment, I (whoſe Intereſt lay otherwiſe) always fell on my 3 Y 
Knees to implore his Pardon, and with Tears, Sighs and 0 
Inportunities for him prevail'd againſt him: Beſides this, I Y 


3 . 
2 
2 


rief Ala. mode. 
you know I had when I pleas eas'd Fits ; Fits are a mighty 
Help in the Government of a good-natur'd Man; but to 
an ill-natur'd Fellow have a care of em he Il hate + hog 
for your natural Infirmities, will remember your 
in its Diſtortion, and not value your Return of Beauty. 
4 Tat. O rare Madam! Your Ladyſhip's a great Head- 
piece; but now, dear Madam, is the hard Taſk, L. if Hany 
fake the Liberty to ſay it to enjoy all Freedoms, _ 
W ſeem to abſtain, to manage the ET FEENEY 
nnd keep the Diſoblig*d m prating— 
i. Never fear, Tattleaid; while — have Riches, 
i you affront one to ; Abuſe, you can _m opes to ano- 
ther to defend you: Theſe Maxims I have 2 laying 
= up all my Husband's Life-time, for we muſt provide 
| Calamities ——— 
Tat. But now, Madam, a fine young Gentleman with 


Via. You may be ſure the happy Man (if it be in Fate 
WE that there is a happy man to me an unhappy Wo- 
man) ſhall not be an old one again: Age and Youth mar- 
ried, is the Cruelty in Dryder's Virgil, where Mezentius 
"0 ties the dead and living together : im ſure T was ty d to 
"i a dead Man many a long Da y before I durſt bury him 
ut the Day is now my Gehl Yet now I think on't, Tar- 
aid, be ſure to keep an obſtinate Shyneſs to all our old 
7 Ee e Let em talk of Favours if they pleaſe, if 
t'em ſtill they'll grow Tyrants to us; if we diſ- 
card em, the Chaſt and Innocent will not believe we could 
"= have Confidence to do it, were it ſo ; and the Wiſe, if 
4 . believe it, will applaud our Prudence. 
a Ay, Madam—TI believe Madam _I ſpeak, Ma- 
Y dam, but my humble Senſe—Mr. Cabinet would marry 
vou. 
ai. Marry me! No, Tartleaid. He that is 10 mean as 
88 to marry a Woman after an Aﬀair with her, will beſo baſe - 
as to upbraid that very Weakneſs : He that marries his 
Wench will uſe her like his Wench—Such a Pair muſt 
fure live in a ſecret mutual Scorn of each 8 
Wedlock i is Hell, if at leaſt one Side does not love, as 
B would 


9 
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would be Heaven if both did and I believe it ſo thuek 
nnn, 3m le FOO | | 
Enter a Woman. 4 
Von. A Gentleman to Mrs. Tattleaid— (Ex, Tat. 
Wid. Go to him—Bleſs me, how careleſs and open 
have I been to this ſubtle Creature in the Caſe of Cable, 1 
ſhe's certainly in his Intereſts We People of Condition 
are never guarded enough againſt thoſe about us: They 
watch when our Minds boil over with Joy, or Grief, to 
come in upon us: How miſerable tis to have One one 
hates always about one, and when one can't endure one's 
own Reflection upon ſome Actions, who can bear the 
'Thoughts of ode upon'em ? But ſhe has me by deep 
deep Secrets The 7talians, they ſay, can readily re- 
move the too much intruſted—Oh their pretty ſcented 
Gloves! This Wench I know has play d me falſe, and 
horn'd me in my Gallants : Oh Lady, I could refign al! 
my Female Exgliſb Liberty to thee, for thy much dear 
er Female — Revenge | Well, what's the Mat- 
ter, dear T 1 


Enter TATTLE AID. 8 
Tat. The Matter, Madam? Why Madam, Counſellor "© 
Puzzle is come to wait on your Ladyſhip about the Will, 
and the Conveyance of the Eſtate there muſt, it forms, 9 
be no Time loſt for fear of things; Fie, Fie, Madam, youa 
Widow theſe three Hours, and not look'd on a Parchment 
yet—Oh impious, to negle& the Will of the Dead! | 8 
Wid. As you ſay indeed, there is no Will of an Hus- 8 
band's ſo willingly obey'd as his laſt. But I muſt go in, 
and receive him in my Formalities, leaning on a Couch, 
as neceſſary a Poſture as his going behind his Desk when 1 
he ſpeaks to a Client - But do you bring him in hither 
till I'm ready [ Exit. 3 
Tat. Mr. Counſellor, Mr. Counſellor— [ Calling. 
| Enter Pz zLER and Clerk. C 
Puz. Servant good Madam Tattleaid, my antient 
Friend is gone, but Buſineſs muſt be minded _—_ 
Tat. I told my Lady twice or thrice, as ſhe lies in um 
' Grief on the Couch within, that you were here, — ws AY 
reger ol 


| Grief Al-a-mode, 11 
regarded me not ; however, fince you ſay 'tis of ſuch 
Moment, I'll venture to introduce you : Pleaſe but to 
repoſe here a little while I ſtep in; for methinks I 
would a little prepare her. [Exit Tattleaid. 
Puz. Alas! Alas! Poor Lady! | 
Damn'd Hypocrites ! Well, this Noble's Death is a little 
ſudden : Therefore pray let me recolle& : Open the Bag, 
Tom, now Tom thou art my Nephew, my dear Siſter 
Kate's only ſon, and my Heir, therefore I will conceal 
from thee on no Occaſion any thing ; for I would enter 


"IF thee ito Buſineſs as ſoon as poſſible. Know then, Child, 


that the Lord of this Houſe was one of your Men of Ho- 
= nour, and Senſe, who loſe the latter in the former, and 
are apt to take all Men to be like themſelves ; now this 
Gentleman entirely truſted me ; and I made the only uſe 
a Man of Buſineſs can of a Truſt, I cheated him; for I, 
imperceptibly, before his Face made his whole Eſtate lia - 
ble to an Hundred per Annum for my ſelf, for good Ser- 
vices, c. As for Legacies, they are good or not, as 1 
pleaſe ; for let me tell you, a Man muſt take Pen, Ink 
and Paper, = down by an old Fellow, and pretend to 
take Directions, but a true Lawyer never makes any 


0 Man's Will but his own; and as the Prieſt of old among 
us got near the dying Man, and gave all to the Church, 


. ; 1 ſo now the Lawyer gives all to the Law. 


Clerk. Ay Sir, but Prieſts then cheated the Nation by 


N f | K | doing their Offices in an unknown Language. 


Pux. True, but ours is a way much ſurer, for we cheat 


in no Language at all, but loll in our own Coaches, elo- 


quent in Gibberiſh, and learned in Juggle——Pull out 
the Parchment; there's the Deed, I made it as long as I 
could—Well, I hope to ſee the Day, when the Inden- 
ture ſhall be the exact Meaſure of the Land that paſſes by 
it For tis a Diſcouragement to the Gown, that every 
ignorant Rogue of an Heir ſhould ina Word or two under- 
ſtand his Father's Meaning, and hold ten Acres of Land 
by half an Acre of Parchment——Nay, I hope to ſee 
the Time when that there is indeed ſome Progreſs made 
in, ſhall be wholly effected . and by the Improvement of 

8 | 2 the 


12 be gel, = 


n Art of Tauto every Inn eich, bene 
Fe chen think of Logi ol 
and T know not what Impertinence, but [urs thou Tau- 


—— : What the ſecond ? Tautology : What the 
third? Tantolo As an old Pleader ſaid of Action: But 
turn to the Deed; Pulli out an immeaſurable Parchment] 
for the Will is of no force if I pleaſe, for he was not capa- 
ble of making one after the former —as I manag'd it. 


upon which account I now wait upon my Lady: By the 


way, do you know the true Meaning of the Word, A 
Deed ? 


Clerk. Ay, Sir, A Deed is as if a Man ſhould ſay 


The Deed. 

Paz. Right: "Tis em phatically ſo call*d, becauſe after 
it—all Deeds and ARtons are of no Effect, and you have 
nothing to do but hang your ſelf—-the only "oli iging 
thing you can then do But I was telling you the Uſe of 
Tautology Read toward the middle of ca Inſtrument. 
[Clerk readi] I the faid Earl of Brumpton, do give, beſtow, 

nt and bequeath, over and * 8 the ſald Premiſſes, 

the Scite and Capital Meſſuage call'd by the Name of 
Oatham, and all Out-houſes, Barns, Stables .and other 
Edifices and Buildin Yards, Orchards, Gardens, Fields, 
Arbors, Trees, Lands, Earths, Meadows, . Greens, Pa- 
ſtures, Feedings, — Underwoods, Ways, Waters, 
Water-courſes, Fiſhings, Ponds, Pools, Comnions, Com- 
mon of Paſture, Paths, Heath-Thickets, Profits, Com- 
modities and Emoluments, with their and every of their 
Appurtenances whatſoever, to 


the ſaid Capital Meſſuage and / Puzzle nods andfarars | 


Scite belonging, or in any wiſe\, as the SynonimousWords 
appertaining, or with the ſame{ are repeating, whom L. 
heretofore ufed, occupied, oren- \ B. ſeornful ly nickt. 
joy' d, accepted, executed, known 
or taken as Part, Parcel, or Member of the fame ; con- 
taining in the whole, by Eſtimation, four hundred Acres 
— 4 Meaſure, or thereabouts, be the ſame more 
(s ; all and ſingular which the ſaid Scite, Capital Meſ- 


ſuage, . 


SN 


What's the firſt Excellence in a Lawyer? 
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enge, and other the Premiſſes, with their and every of 
their Appurtenances, are ſituate, lying and being 

Puz. Hold, hold, good Tom; Ar en yo 
in Buſineſs, but you don't uſe your Noſe enough 
ding—[ Reads in a ridiculous Law Tone, _ out Ire 
Why, you're quite out. you read to be 
let me ſee it I the faid Earl— Now again, 2 
this. were to be in Latin—— Runs into Latin Termina- 
tions] Making Latin, is only it no -Engh/b-— 
Ego Predi—— Comes de B Totas meas 
Outhouſas, & Srabala 7 Das Wat there needs n 
further Peruſal I now Tecolle& the whole—my Lo 
by this Inftrument, diſinherits his Son utterly—gives al 

my Lady—and moreover, grants the Wards of two 
Fortune-Wards to /her—1def, to be ſold by her, which 


| thinks a little over-does the Affair of Grief, in letting me 
wait thus long on ſuch welcome Articles —-But here 


Enter TaTTLE AID wiping her Eyes.. 


* Te. I have | in vain done all I can to make her regard 
me Pray Mr. Puzzle, ou'fe a Man of Senſe, come in 
N Y —_— and ſpeak Klik, to ring ber to ſome Con- 
ſideration of her — if poſlible. 
Pux. Tom, Til come uam uo che eff o yon: dear 
adam, lead on. a 
3 {Es. Clerk:one wvay, Puz. Tat. another. 
1 2 BUur TON and TrUsSTY advance from their Con- 
"= cealment after a long Pauſe, and ſtaring at each other. 
. B. Jup, on thy Sincerity, on thy Fidielty to me 
4 thy Friend, thy Patron, and thy Maſter, anſwer me di- 
4 4 realy to one Queſtion: Am I really alive? Am I that 
a. chat numerical, that very ſame Lord -Brump- 
Wor, t 
. That very Lord—that very Lord Brumpton, the 
eery generous, honeſt and good Lord Brampton, who 
pent his ſtrong and riper Vears with Honour and Reputa- 
ion; 28 his Age of Decay declined from Virtue alſo 
at very Lord Brumpton who buried a fine Lady, who 
B3 brought 


S 2b” 9 


is the Subject of my to her Ladyſhip, who me- 


— ⏑— — — x ü  ——— — — —— 
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brought him a fine Son, who is a fine Gentſeman ; but 
in his Age, tbat very Man unſeaſonably captivated with 
Youth and Beauty, married a very fine young Lady, who 
has diſhonour'd his Bed, diſinherited his brave Son, and 


dances o'er his Grave. 


Ld. B. Oh! That damn'd Tautologiſt to0-—-That 
Puzzle and his irreyocable Deed ! [ Paufing ] Well, I 
know Ido not really live, but wander o'er the Place where 


once I had a Treaſure—T'll haunt her, Truſly, gaze in 
that falſe beauteous Face, till ſhe trembles, t : ihe looks | 


pale, nay, till ſhe bluſhes- 

Tru. Ay, ay, my Lord, you ſpeak a Ghoſt very much, 
there's Fleſh and Blood in that Expreſſion, that falſe beau- 
teous Face! 


LA. B. Then ſince you fee my Weakneſs, be a Friend, 
and arm me with all your Care, and all your Reaſon— Mi 
Feu. If you'll condeſcend to let me direct you——you 


ſhall cut off this rotten Limb, your falſe diſloyal Wife, 
Honour. 


| Short is the Date in which ill Ads prevail, 
| But Honefly's a Rack can never fail. 


ACTI. SCENE 1, 
Enter Lard Hardy ſolu. 


Lord Hardy. -\ 
Ow indeed I am utterly undone ; but to expect an 


Evil ſoftens the Weight of it when i it happens, and 

Pain no more than Pleaſure is in Reality fo great as in Ex- i 
pectation: But what will become of me ? 7 How ſhall I 3 
keep myſelf even above worldly Want? Shall I live at 
Home a ſtiff cb poor Man of Quality, grow i 
uneaſy Þ 
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and fave your noble parts, your Son, n Family, your | 1 


. Alu 1 *. 

uneaſy to my . eee 
I'm lighted where I am not ; withall . Parti- 
cularities which attend thoſe whom low Fortune and high 
it make Malecontents? No! We'vea bravePrince on 
the Throne, whoſe Commiſhon I bear, and a glorious 
War in an honeſt Cauſe approaching, [ Clapping bis Hand 
on his Sword] in which this ſhall cut bread for me, and 
may perhaps equal that Eſtate to which my Birth entitled 
me—-But what todo in preſent Preflures— —— Ha! 
* VE [ Calling. 

"Enter Tan, 2 

Trim. My 18 

La. H. How do the poor Rogues that are to recruit 
1 Company? 

' Trim. Do, Sir! They ve eat you to your laſt Guinea, 

Ld. H. Were you at the Agent's f 

Trim. Yes. os! 

IA. H. Well ? And how ? 

Trim. Why Sir, for your Arrears, you may have 
eleven Shilling in the Pound; but he'll not touch your 
growing Subſiſtence under three Shillings in the Pound 

"IF -Intere&—— beſides which, you muſt let his Clerk, Jo- 

atlas Them, ſwear the Peace againſt you to keep you 
from Duelling——or inſure your Life, which you may 
do for Eight per Cent. On theſe Terms he'll oblige you, 
which he qr not do for any Body elſe in the Regi- 
ment, but he has a Friendſhip for you, 

I. H. Oh, I'm his humble Bonn ; but he muſt 

2 have his own Terms, we can't ſtarve, nor muſt my Fel- 

low want: but methinks this is a calm Midnight, I've 
8 heard no Duns to Day——- 

. Trim, Duns, my Lond ? Why now your Father's 

= dead, and they can't arreſt you, I ſhall grow a little lefs 
upon the ſmooth with em than I — been: Why 
Friend, ſays I, how often muſt I tell you my Lord is 
not ſtirring: His Lordſhip has not ſlept well, you muſt 
come ſome other Time ; your Lordſhip will nd for him 
when yau are at Leiſure to look upon Money-Affairs; or 
if hey are ſo ſawcy, ſo i Le as to ** to a Man 
of 
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there are ſuch Men of Quilt ye hear, give my 
to 
tell him I'm oblig d to him for his Reattiieſs to ſerve me, 


The Pintral : Or, | 
Quality for their on. —there are Canes, there's 2 

Bride well, there's the Stoch for your ordinary Tradeſ- 

men. But to an habghty thriring Covede-Garden Mer. 
cer, Silk or Lace-man, your Lordſhip gives your mot 
humble Service to him, hopes his Wife s well; you hae 
Letters to write, or ba d dee him ſelf, but you de- 

fire Ke would be with you y ſuch a Day, that's 3 
to ſay, the Day after you are gone dat of Ton. 
La. H. Go, Sirrah, -you're ſcurriloub, I won't believe 1 


T6 


Service this Afternoofr Cutpur/e the Agent, and 1 


for I'm Teſcly d to pay my Debts forthwith : ¾“N] 
[4 Voice witheit. 
Tdch't ko: whether hes Wicki, or not: Mr. Tin, 
is my Lord within? ?:? "2 
Ld. H. Trim, ſee who i it is; to within, you knol— - "oh 
ves, dir, my 7 Lord abots, phay walk vp— | 
Id. H. Who can it be? wns me too. 
Euler Caur IE N Will Thr. "oj 
Dear Tim Cu ly, this id kind—-You are an extrja- 
ordiffäry Man indeed, who in the ſudden Acceſſion of 
a noble Fortune can be fill your ſelf, and vifit your: bY, 
happy Friends. | —= 
. Cam. No, you are, my Lora, che Man, | 
who on the Loſs of an almoſt Piiicely Þ Fortune, can be * 
Maſter of a Temper, chat makes you the Envy rather 
than Pity of your more fortunate, not more happy Friends. 
LA. H. Oh Sir, your Servant dut let me doin thee 
a little I han't ſeen thee fince.I came home into Eng- 
land——moſt exactly, negligently, genteely dreſs'd ! I 
know there's more than Ordinary in this ———{ beating 
Campley L — Come, confeſs, who ſhares with me 
here * her real and poetical Name 
— She s in Sonnet, .. proſe, 
Miſtreſs ——— 
Cam. One you little dream of, tho' ſhe is i in a man- 
ner chad your placing there, 17 
| ? 
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LA. H. placing there? 8 
3 al che fire things you've Grd 
to me in the Camp of my Lady Sharlot, your Father's 
Ward, ran in thy Head ſo very much, that I made it 
w Bufineſs to become acquainted in that Family, which 
Ida by Mr. Cubiner's means, and am now in love in 
tee fame Place with your Lordſhip. 
. E. How! in love in the ſame Place with me, 
Mr. Canpley ? , 
"4 Cam. "Ay, my Lord, with roter Siter, with c oder 
iſter. 


La. H Whata Dunce was I, not to know which, with- 
our naming her? Why, thou art the only Man breath- 
.-- tow fe to end with be- Ber my Lady Shhrlot, there's a 
"2 — So eafily virtuous !—--So agreeably ſevere ! 
ler Motion ſo unaffected, yet ſo compos'd ! Her Lips 
breath nothing but Truth, good Senſe, and flowing Wit. 
© Cam. Lady Harriet ! There's the Woman, ſuch Life, 
ſuch Spirit, lch Warmth in her Eyes Such a lively 
amm iding Air in her Glances; ſo fpritely a Mein, that 
aarries in it the Triumph of conſcious Beauty; her Lips 
= . made up of Gam and Balm There's ſomething in 
= Y that dear Girl that ſires my Blood above---above---above-- 
LA. H. Above what? 
Cam. A Grenadier's Marck. 
I. H. A oft Simile, I muſt confeſ but oh that 
X8harlot ! to recline this aching Head, full of Care, on 
hat tender, fnowy faithful Boſom /! 
Cam. O 3 To embrace that Beauteous— 
Za. H. Ay Tom; but methinks your Head runs too 
uch on the Wedding-night only, to make your Happi- 
1 rs laſting ; mine is fixt on the married State ; I | 
y Felicity from Lady Sharlir, in her Friendſhip, her 
— her Piety, her houſhold Cares, her maternal 
Tenderneſs—Vou think not of any Excellence of 
our Miſtreſs, that is more than Skin- 
Can. When I know her further than Stein- deep, TI 
1 ,. | 1 
Ls. 
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I H. O fy Tom, how can you talk ſo lightly ofa Wo: Wl 
man you love with Honour—But tell me, I wonder how 
you make your Approaches in befieging ſuch a Sort of 
Creature; he that loves Addreſſes, try, Fiddles : 
That reigns and delights in a crowd of Admirers—If I 
know her, ſhe's one of thoſe you may eaſily have a general 
Acquaintance with, but hard to make particular — 
Cam. You underſtand her very well-—You muſt know -. ñðx 
I put her out of all her Play, by carrying it in an humorous a 
Manner; I teok Care in all my Actions, before I difcover'd 
the Lover, that ſhe ſhould in general have a good Opinion 
of me; and have ever ſince behav'd my ſelf with all the 8 
good Humour and Eaſe I was able; ſo that ſhe is now ex- 
tremely at a Loſs how to throw me from —Y & 1 
of an Acquaintance, into the Diſtance of a Lover; but I 
laugh her out of it; when ſhe begins to frown, and look | 4 & 1 
grave at my Mirth, I mimick her 'till ſhe burſts out a 
laughing 
2 H. That's ridiculous enough. 

Cam. By Cabinet's Intereſt over my Lady Brumpton, 


. with Gold and Flattery to Mrs. Fardingale, an old Maid 
her Ladyſhip has plac'd about the young Ladies, I have | b 


1 


eaſy Acceſs at all times, and EP Day to be ad- 
mitted by her into their Apartment I have found, 
you muſt know, that ſhe is my Relation—— 
Ld. H. Her Ladyſhip has choſen an odd Companion | 
for young Ladies 8 
Cam. Oh my Lady's a Politician ; ſhe told Tala = 
one Day, that an old Maid was the beſt Guard for 
young Ones, for they, like Eunuchs in a Seraglio, are _ 
vigilant, out of Envy of Enjoyments they cannot them- 3 
- ſelves arrive at—-But, as I was ſaying, I've ſent my 
Couſin Fardingale a Song, which ſhe and I are to praftiſe i 1 
to the Spinet— The young Ladies will be by and I am 1 1 
to be left alone with Lady Harriet, then I deſign to make 
my grand Attack and to-day win or loſe her: I know, Sir, 
this is an Opportunity you want —If you'll meet me at 4 
Tom's, have a Letter ready, I'll myſelf deliver it to your 4 
Mitte, conduct you into the Houſe, an tell her you 
are BN 
3 


-- 
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te chere and find means to > a2 you together 
be You muſt march under my Command to Day, as I have 
many a one under yours 
I H. But faith Tom I ſhall not behave my ſelf with 
half the Reſolution you have under mine ; for to confeſs 
my Weakneſs, tho* I know ſhe loves me, tho* I know 
ſhe is as ſtedfaſtly mine, as her Heart can make her— 
I know yot how, I have fo ſublime an Idea of her high 
Value, and ſuch a melting Tenderneſs diſſolves my 

== whole Frame, when I am near her, that my Tongue 
Fark my Nerves ſhake, and my Heart ſo alternately 
W finks and riſes, that my premeditated Reſolves vaniſh into 
& Confuſion, down-caſt Eyes, and broken Utterance 
| ; Cam. Ha! ha! ha! This in a Campaigner too! Why,my 
| 1 Lord, that's the Condition Harriot would have me in, and 
then ſhe thinks ſhe could have me; but I, that know her 
better than ſhe does herſelf, know ſhe'd inſult me,and lead 
me a two Years dance longer , and perhaps in the End 
turn me into the Herd of Uh the many neglected Men of 
better Senſe, who have been ridiculous for her Sake — 
hut I ſhall make her no ſuch Sacrifice Tis well my 
Ef Lady Sbarlot's a Woman of ſo ſolid an Underſtanding, 
I don't know another that would not uſe you ill for 
"EX your high Value 
I. H. But Tom, I muſt ſee your Song you've ſent 
pour Couſin Fardingate, as you call her. 
an. This is lucky enough. [ Hfode. 
No hang it, my Lord, a Mar makes ſo filly a Figure 
| Þ when his Verſes are readin Trin Thou haſt 
r not left off thy loving and 'S rhiming, Trim's a Cri- 
| tick, I remember him a 2 hah, at Oxon, a Pa- 
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re 
n- 
ber to Trim—] I give my ſelf into his becauſe 
vou ſhan't ſee em till I'm gone. 
iſe My Lord, your Servant, you ſhan't ſtir. 


un , I. Nor you neither then. Strugling. 
ke 'Y Cam. You will be obey'd. C "IF 
w, [Exennt : Lord Hardy waits on him down. 


at of Trim. What's in this Song—Ha—don't my E 
ceeive Mena Bill of Three Hundred — 
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ou 11 
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Mr. Cari, 


RAY pay to Mr. William Trim, or Bearer, the 
* and place it to the 


81 R, | 
Your humble W 


Tuo. Caurrzr. 


E off his Hat and ng Your very humble Ser- 
t good Mr. Campley. Ay, this is Poetry, this is a Song 
deed ! Faith I'll ſet Te and fing it my ſelf—Pray pay to 
. William Trim—ſo fr in Recitativo—Three Hun- 
arc [gi ridiculoufſ —--] Hun—dred—Hundred— 

n tis threehundred Pounds, 
Tlove Repatitions in in Mufick, when there's a good Reaſon 
For i it, Pounds after the Tralian Manner If they'd 
bring ii me CS pd ſenſible Words as theſe, I'd outſtrip al 
Torrie Compolers,. for. the Muſick Prize——This was 


| done of Mr. Campley—Tho' I have carried him 
| navy a Fog my Maſter when he was Enfgn to 
| pany in Flanders 


Eater Lord Haubr. 8 
My L6rd; Ia am your Lordſhip's humble Servant. ; 

. Ld. H. Sir, your humble Servant. But pray, my good 
fanmliar Friend, how came you to be ſo very much my 
humble Servant all of a ſudden? 

Trim. I beg pardon, dear Sir, my Lord, I am not 
your humble Servant. 

LA. H. No? 

Trim. Yes, my Lord, I ain, but not as you mean.— 
but I am—l am, my Lord in ſhort I'am overjoy d. 

Id. H. Greiion'd! Thou'rt diſtracted what ails the 
Fellow Where's Campley's Song ? 

Wag Oh! my Long, one would not think "twas in 
i r. Campley's really a very great Poet—as for the 
Song, 'tis only as they all end in —_—— 

—Ifes 


„ a6 a. Sevoas at. ode. bes M6 os 
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=. Iſſes—Kifſes—Boy— Joy But, my Lord, the other 
in long heroick blank Verle. | eo. 
Reading it with a great Tone lon 
Pray pay to Mr. William Trim, or order the Sum of — 
How ſweetly it runs ?.——Pa&elian Guineas chi in 
every Line | 
Il. H. How very handſomely this was done in Camps 
ley? I wonder'd indeed he was ſo unwiling to ſhew hig 
Verſes.— in how careleſs a Manner that Fellow does the 


greateſt Actions 
Trim, My Lord, pray my Lord, ſhan't I go unmeds- 
ately to Cutpur/e's ? 


La. H. No, Sirrah—now we've no Occaſion for it 

Trim. No, my Lord, only to ſtare him full in the F 
after I've receiv d this Money, not ſay a Word, but keep 
my Hat on, and walk out—Or perhaps not hear, if any 

I meet with to ſpeak to me—but grow ſtiff, deaf, and 
ſhortlighted to all my old Acquaintance, like a ſudden rich 
Man as I am—Or perhaps, my Lord, deſire Cugurſe 3 
Clerk to let me leave fifty Pounds at their Houſe, payable 
to Mr. William Trim, or order—'till I come that way — 
or a Month or two hence, may have Oceaſion for it 
I don't know what Bills may be drawn upon mg—— 
Then when the Clerk begins to ſtare at me, *till he pully 
the great Gooſe Quill from behind his Ear [Pull 
4 handful of Farthings our J fall a reckqning the 
Pieces as I do theſe Farthings. 

Ld. H. Well, Sirrah, you may have your Humour, but 
beſure you take Fourſcore Pounds, and pay my Debts 
immediately—if you meet any Officer you ever ſaw me 
in Company with, that looks grave at Cutgurſe's Houſe, 
tell him I'd ſpeak with him We muſt help our Friends 
But learn Moderation, you Rogue, in your good Fortune; 
be at home all the Evening after, while I wait at Tom's 
to meet Campley in order to ſee Lady Sharlat———— 


My Good or Ill in her alone is found, 
And in that Thought all otber Cares are drown'd.- 
| [Exeunt, 


Enter 
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Enter SABLE, Lord BavwtbTon, and Tausr r. 


Sab. Why, my Lord, you can't in Conſcience put 
me off ſo; I muſt do according to my Orders, cut you 
up, and embalm you, except you'll come down a little 
deeper than you talk of; you don't conſider the Char- 
ges I have been at already. | 

Ld. B. Charges? For what? : 

Sab. Firſt, Twenty Guineas to my Lady's Woman 
for Notice of your Death (a Fee I've, before now, 
known the Widow herſelf go halfs in) but no matter fot 
that——in the next place, Ten Pounds for watching 
you all your long Fit of Sickneſs laſt Winter— 

I. B. Watching me? Why I had none but my own 
Servants by Turns 

Sab. I mean, attending to give Notice of your Death. 
I had all your long Fit of Sickneſs laſt Winter at Half 
a Crown a Day, a Fellow waiting at your Gate to bring 
me Intelligence, but you unfortunately recover'd, an 
I loſt all my obliging Pains for your Service. 
Ia. B. Hal! ha! ha ! Sable, thou art a very impudent 
Fellow. Half a Crown a Day to attend my Deceaſe, and 
doſt thou reckon it to me 

Lab. Look ye Gentlemen, don't ſtand ſtaring at me, 
I have a Book at home which I call my Dooms-Day- 
Book, where I have every Man of Quality's Age and 
Diſtemper in Town, and know what you ſhould drop 
Nay, my Lord, if you had reflected upon your Mortality 
half fo much as poor as I have for you, you would not 
defire to return to Life thus in ſhort I cannot keep this 
a Secret, under the whole Money I am to have for bury- 
ing you. 

Ld. B. Trufty, if you think it ſafe in you to obey my 
Orders after the Deed Puxæle told his Clerk of, pay it 
him | 
| Tru. I ſhould be glad to give it out of my own Pocket, 
rather than be without the Satisfaction of ſeeing you wit 
nels t to it. 

Ld. B. 
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Id. B. I heartily believe thee, dear 77. 
Sab. Then, my Lord, the Secret of your being alive, 
is now ſafe with me. 
Tru. I'll warrant I'll be reveng'd of this unconſcionable 
Dog [ Afide]— My Lord, you muſt to your Cloſet-— 
I fear ſome Body's coming : 
| [ Exe. Sable one way, Ld. B. and Truſty another. 


SCENE draws and diſcovers Lady SyarLoT 
41 a Table—-Lady HaxRIOr playing at a Glaſs te 
and fro, and viewing herſelf. 


I. Ha. Nay ,good Sage Siſter, you may as well talle 
to me, {Looking at herſelf when ſhe ſpeaks] as ſit ſtaring 
at a Book which I know you can't attend—Good Dr. 
Lucas may have writ there what he pleaſes, but-there's 
no putting Francis Lord Hardy, now Earl of Brumpton, 
out of your Head, or making him abſent from your Eyes ; 
do but look at me now, and deny it if you can— 

I. V. You are the maddeſt Girl— [ Smiling. 

IL. Ha. Look ye, I knew you could not ſay it and for- 
bear laughing { Looking over Sharlot] Oh I ſee his 
Name as plain as you do—-F—r—a—z Fran, c—i—s 
cis, Francis, tis in every Line of the Book. 

L. Sb. [ Rifing] Tis in vain, I ſee, to mind any thing 
in ſuch impertinent Company—-but granting 'twere as 
you ſay, as to my Lord Hardy—'tis more excuſable to 
admire another than one's ſelf. - N 
IL. Ha. No, I think not Ves I grant you than really 
to be vain at one's Perſon, but I don't admire my ſelf-— 
Piſh ! I don't believe my Eyes have that Softneſs—— 

[ Looking in the Glaſs.) They an't ſo piercing: No, 'tis 
only Stuff the Men will be talking Some People are ſuch 
Admirers of Teeth Lord what ſignifies Teeth ? ¶ V- 
ing her Teeth.) A very Blackamoor has as white Teeth 
as I——No, Siſter, I don't admire myſelf, but I've a 
Spirit of Contradiction in me: I don't know, I'm in 
love with my ſelf, only to rival the Men 

L. SH. Ay, but Mr. Campley will gain Ground ev'n of 

that Riyal of his, your dear ſelf— | 
L. Hes. 
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L. Ha. Oh! What have I-done to you, that you 
ſhould. name that inſolent Intruder A confident opi- 
nionative Fop——No indeed, if I am, as a Poetical 
1 of mine ſigh'd and ſung, of both Sexes, 


' The Publick Ee, and the Publich Care, 


I ſhan't be ſo eaſily catch'd—I thank him—T want hut 
* ſure, I ſhou'd heartily torment him, by baniſhing 
and then conſider * he ſhoyld depart this 
Life or not. 
I. $h. Indeed, Siſter, to be ferious with you, this 
Vanity in your Humour does not at all become you 
L. Ha. Vanity ! All the Matter is, we gay People 
are more fincere than you wiſe Folks : All your Life's 
an Art—Speak your Soul—Loook: you there Halling 
her to the Glaſs] Are you not ſtruck with a ſecret Plea: 
ſure, when you view that Bloom in your Looks, that 
Harmony in your Shape, that Promptitude of your Mein! 
L. Sb. Well, Simpleton, if I am at firſt ſo filly, as t 
be a little taken with myſelf, I know i it a Fault, an 
take pains to correct it. pl he 
L. 2 Pſaw ! Pſaw ! Talk this muſty Tale to old Mrs. 
| Fardingale, tis too ſoon for me to think at that Rate— 
L. $h. They that think it too ſoon to underſtand 
themſelves, will very ſoon find it too late—But tell me 
honeſtly, don't you like Campley ? 
L. Ha. The Fellow is not to be abhorr'd, if the for- 
ward. Thing did not think of getting me ſo eafily—Oh— 
F hate a Heart I can't break when I pleaſe—What makes 
the Value of dear China, but har tis ſo brittle ?--— 
Were it not for that, you might as well have ſtone Mugs 
m your Cloſet. 
L. Sb. Hiſt, hiſt, here's Fardingale--— 
Enter FARDINGALE. 
Far. Lady Harriot, Lady Sharlot I'll entertain 
you now, I've a new Song juſt come hot out of the Poets 
Brain: Lady Sherlot, my Couſin Campley writ it, and tis 
ſet to a pretty Air, I warrant you. 
| L. Ha. 


Grief Ala. mode. 25 

L. Ha. Tis like to be pretty indeed, of his Writing. 

Hing. a way. 

Far. Come, come this is not one of your Tringham 

Trangham witty things, that your poor Poets write, no, 

tis well known my Couſin Campley has two thouſand 
Pounds a Vear But this is all Diſſimulation in you. 

I. 8b. Tis fo indeed, Ra s Song's very 

pretty, Mrs. 4 

Reads. 


Let not Love on me beftow | 
Soft Diftreſs, and tender Noe: 

I know none but ſubſtantial Bliſſes; 
Eager Glances, ſolid Kiſſes; 
I know not what the Lovers feign, 
Of finer Pleaſure mix'd with Pain; 

hen prithee give me, gentle Boy, 

None of thy Grief, but all thy Jay. 


But Harriot thinks that a little unreaſonable, to _ 
one without enduring t' other. 
Enter Servant. | 

Ser. There's your Couſin Campley to wait on you 
without ——— _ 

Far. Let him come in—we ſhall have the Song now— 

Enter CamPLEY. 

Cam. Ladies, your moſt obedient Servant Vour Ser- 
vant, Lady Sharlot—Servant, Lady Harriaf—[Harriot 
looks grave upon him] What's the Matter, dear Lady Har- 
N ot well? I proteſt to you I m mightily con- 
cern'd—[pul's out @ Bottle) This is amoſt excellent Spi- 
rit—ſnuff it up, Madam —— 

I. Ha. Piſh—the familiar Coxcomb frets me heartily-- 

Cam. Twill over, I hope, immediately. x 

L. SH. Your Couſin Fardingale has ſhewn us fome of 
your Poetry ; there's the Spinet, Mr, Campley, I know 
you're muſical. 
Cam, She ſhould not have call'd it my Poetry. 
Far. No: Who waits there—Pray bring my Lute 
out of is next Room 

C Euter 
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Enter Servant with a Lute. 
' You muſt know that I con'd this Song befote I came in, 
and find tw ill go to an excellent Air ofold Mr. Laws's,who 
was my Mother's intimate Acquaintance; my Mother's? 
Whatdo Italk of? I mean my Grand- Mother's! -Oh here's 
the Lute—Couſin Campley, hold the Song upon your Hat, 
[fide to bim] Tis a pretty Gallantry to a Relation. 
Sings and & qualls, | 

Let not Lowe, &c. 
Oh! I have left off theſe things many a Day. 

Cam. No; I profeſs, Madam, you A it admirably— 
but are not aſſar d enough Take! it higher [in her own 
Squall) Thus—I know your Voice will bear it. 

L. Ha. Oh hideous ! "Oh the groſs Flatterer—T ſhall 
burſt—Mrs: Fardingale, pray go on, the Muſick fits the 
Words moſt aptly—Take it higher, as your Couſin ad- 
Viſez—— 

Far. Ok dear Madam, do you really like it—I do it 
n you for I can't ſing, alas 


e know it, good Madam, we know it 
But pray- 


Far. Let not Love and ſubſtantial Bliffes, is lively e- 
nough, and ran accordingly in the Tune [ Curtfies to the 
( ] Now I took it higher 
I. Ha. Incomparably done! Nothing can equal it, 

except your Couſin ſang his own Poetry. 
Cam. Madam, from my Lord 8 
a Letter to Lady Sharlot.] 8 you ſay, my | 
Harriot, except I fing it myſelf? Then I hows youT w 
L. Sh. I han't Patience, I muſt go read my Letter. 


[ Exit. 

Cam. Sings. Let not Love, &c. | 
Far. Bleſs me, what's become of _ Sharlet ! [ Exit. 
IL. Ha. Mrs. Fardingale, Mrs. Fardingale, what, * 
we loſe you Gaing after 

Caurrzy runs to the Door, takes the 
. and hocks her in. 

What means this Inſolence ? A Plot upon me—Do you 
know who I am —— Fe 
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Cam. Yes, Madam, you're my Lady Sharlot Lovely, 
with ten 4 Pounds in 2558 _ I 22 
Mr. with two thouſand a Year—--0 Quali 
UG etend to you—And I do defign, be re 1 
leave this Room, to hear you talk like a reaſonable Wo- 
man, as Nature has made you—Nay, tis in vain to 
flounce—and difcompoſe your ſelf and your Dreſs. 

Z. Ha. If there are Swords, if there are men of Ho- 
our, and not all Daftards, Cowards that pretend to this 
injur'd Perfon— | Running round the Room. 

Cam. Ay, ay, Madam, let em come. That's put- 
ting me in my way, Fighting's my Trade—but you've 
us'd all Mankind too Ml to expect fo much Service 
Ia ſhort, Madam, were you a Pool I ſhould not defire to 
_ expoſtulate with you Seizing ber Hand] But— 

L. Ha. Unhand me, Ravifher [ Pulls her Hand from 
him, chafts round the Room, Cam. after her. 


Cant. But Madam, Madam, Madam, why Madam! 
Pritber Cixx HA, look behind you, [Sings. 
Age and Wrink'es will o ertake you. | 


L. Ha. Ag Wide, Sthall-Pox, my, any thing 
that's moſt abhorrent to Youth and Bloom, were wel- 
come in the Place of ſo deteſted a Creature. 

Cam. No fuch matter, Lady Harriot; I would not be 
a vain Coxcomb, but I know I am not deteftable, nay, 
know where you've ſaid as much before you underſtood 
me for your Servant. Was I immediately transform'd 


becauſe I became your Lover? 
I. Ha. My Lover, Sir | Did I ever give you Reaſon 
to think I admitted you as ſuch? 


Cam. Yes, you did, in your uſing me ill—for if you 
did not aſſume = the Score of my pretending to you, 
how do you anſwer to yourſelf ſome Parts of your Beha- 
viour to me as a Gentleman—'Tis trivial all this in you 
arid derogates from the good Senſe I know you Miftreſs 
of; do but conſider, Madam, I have long lov'd you 
bore with your phantaſtic Humour through all its Ma- 
Wl! | 265— 
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zes—Nay, do not frown—for tis no better—T fay 1 
have bore with this Humour, but would you have me with 
an unmanly Servitude feed it.— No, I love you with too 
ſincere, too honeſt a Devotion—and would have your 
Mind as faultleſs as your Perſon, which twould be, if 
you'd lay afide this Vanity of being purſu'd with Sighs, 
with Flatteries, with Nonſenſe—- $he wwalks about leſs 
violently, but more confus'd.) Oh my Heart akes at the 
Diſturbance which I give her, but ſhe muſt not ſee it 
2 —Had I not better tell you of it now, than when 
you're in my Power ? I ſhould be then too generous to 
thwart your Inclination. 
I. Ha. That is indeed very handſomely aid. Why 
| ſhould I not obey Reaſon as "on as I ſee it? Ade] 
Since ſo, Mr. , I can as ingenuouſly as I ſhould 
then, acknowledge that I have "a in an Error. 
2 [ Looking down on her Fan. 

Cam. Nay, that's too great a oor aloe Oh! 
Excellence ! I repent ! I ſee twas but Juſtice in you to 
demand my Knees [ ineeling] my Sighs, my conſtant ten- 

dereſt Regard and Service——And * ſhall have em, 
ſince you are above em 

L. Ha. Nay, Mr. Campley, you won't recal me to a 
Fault you — ſo lately ſhewn me- will not ſuffer 
this—No more Ecſtaſies! But pray, Sir, what was't 
you did to get my Siſter out of the Room ? 

Cam. You may know it, and I muſt deſire you to aſſiſt 
my Lord Hara there, who writ to her by me— For he 
15 no Raviſher, as you call'd me juſt now. He is now in 
the Houſe—And I would fain give an interview — 

L. Ha. That they may have—But they'll make little 
uſe of it; for the Tongue is the Inftrument of Speech to 
us of a lower Form; they are of that high Order of Lo- 
vers, who know none but eloquent Silence, and can utter 
themſelves only by a Geſture that ſpeaks their Paſſion in- 

expreflible—and what not fine things. 
Cam. But pray let's go into our Siſter's Cloſet, while 


they are together, 
| L. Ha. 
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Z. Ha. I ſwear I don't know how to ſee my Siſter 
ſhe'll laugh me to Death to ſee me out of my Pantoflees, 
and you and I thus familiar—However, I know ſhe'll 
approve it. | 
Cam. You may boaſt yourſelf an Heroine to her, and 
the firſt Woman that ever was vanquiſh'd by hearing ' 


Truth, and had Sincerity enough to receive ſo rough an 


Obligation, as being made acquainted with her Faults— 
Come, Madam, ſtand your Ground bravely, we'll march 
in to her thus, [She leaning on Campley. 
L. Ha. Who'll believe a Woman's Anger more? I've 
betray d the whole Sex to you, Mr. Campley. [ Excunr. 


Re-enter Lord HARDY and CampLey., 


Cam. My Lord, her Siſter, who now is mine, will 
immediately ſend her hither—But be yourſelf—Charge 
her bravely—I wiſh ſhe were a Cannon—An eighteen 
Pounder for your Sake—Then I know, were there Oc- 
caſion, you'd be in the Mouth of h | 

IL. H. I long, yet fear to ſee her—I know I am un- 
able to utter myſelf —— | 

Cam. Come, retire here till ſhe appears. 

| [ Go back to the Door. 


Enter Lady SHARLOT. 


I. SH. Now is the tender Moment now approaching. 
[ afide] There he is, [They approach and ſalute each other 
trembling] Your Lordſhip will pleaſe to fit ; [ After a 
very long Pauſe, ftoln Glances, and irreſolute Geſture. 
Your Lordſhip, I think, has travell'd thoſe Parts 
Taly where the Armies are — 
Ld. H. Ves, Madam . 
L. $h. I think I have Letters from you, dated Mantua. 
La. H. I hope you have, Madam, and that their Pur- 
eg J 

L. $h. My Lord ?— [| Looking ſerious and confius'd. 

Ld. H. Was not your Ladyſhip going to ſay ſomething ? 
I. &. I only attended to what your Lordſhip was go- 
ing to ſay— That is, my Lord—But you were, I be- 

C 3 lee 
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lieve, going toſay ſomething of that Garden of the World, 
Ttely—I am very ſorry your Misfortunes in England are 
ſuch as make you juſtly regret your leaving that Place. 
I. H. There is a Perſon in England may make thoſe 
Loſſes inſenſible to me. 3 
L. Sh. Indeed, my Lord, there have ſo very few of 
Quality attended his Majeſty in the War, that your Birth 
and Merit may well hope for his Favour. | 
Ld. H. I have, indeed, all the Zeal in the World for 
his Majeſty's Service, and moſt grateful Affection for his 
Perſon, but did not then mean him 
I. S. But can you indeed impartially ſay that our 
Iſland is really preferable to the reſt of the World, or is it 
an Arrogance only in us to think ſo? ' 
IA. H. I profeſs, Madam, that little I have ſeen has 
but more endear d Eng/and to me; for that Medley of 
Humours which perhaps diſtracts our publick Affairs, does, 
methinks, improve our private Lives, and makes Con- 
verſation more various,” and conſequently more plea- 
fing—Every where elſe both Men and Things have the 
ſame Countenance— In France you meet much Civility, 
and little Friendſhip; in Hol/aud, deep Attention, but 
little Reflection; in Tach, all Pleaſure but no Mirth —— 
But here with us, where you. have every where Preten-/ 
ders, or Maſters in every thing, you can't fall into Com- 
pany wherein you ſhall not be inſtructed or diverted. 
I. S. I never had an Account of any thing from you, 
my Lord, but I mourn'd the Loſs of my Brother, you 
would have been ſo happy a Companion for him— With 
that right Senſe of yours—My Lord, younecd not bow 
ſo obſequiouſly, for I do you but Juſtice—But you Tent 
me Word of your ſeeing a Lady in 1taly very like me 
L. H. Once or twice ; but I obſerv'd her ſo looſe 
A Creature, that I could have kill'd her for having your 
I. $4. I thank you, Sir; but Heaven that preſerves 
me unlſke her, will IJ hope make her more like me— 


LA 


4 


But 


» 
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Pat ) your Fellow-Traveller—His Relations themſelves 
know not a juſt Account ef him 

Ld. H. The original Cauſe of his Fever was a violent 
Paſſion for a fine ypung Woman he had not Power 9 
ſpeak to——but I told her his Regard for her, as paſſio- 
nately as poſſible — 

L. $h. You were to him what Mr. Campley has been 
to you——Whither am I running ?—— —Poor, your 
obey ie e 5 

Ld. ope then as ley's uence is ter 
ſo has been his Succeſs — * ey 
I. Sb. My Lord? 

Ld. H. Your Ladyſhip's. 

Enter Lady HARR TOT. 

L. H. Undone! Undone ! Tatt/eaid has fond, by 
ſome means or other, that Campley brought my Lord 
Hardy hither ; we are utterly ruin d, my Lady's coming-- 

I. H. I'll tay and confront her 

L. SB. *. not be——we are too much in her 
Power 


| Entyr Coupunr. 

Cam. Come, come, my Lord, we're routed Horſe 
and Foot—Down the . Stairs, and ſo out. * 

Ladies. Ay, ay 

L. Ha. I tremble every Joint of me 7 

L. SS. Jam at a ſtand alittle, but Rage will recover 

me. She's coming in 

a | Ener Wryow. 

Vid. Ladies, your Servant fear I interrupt 
have you Company? Lady Harriet your Servant, Vo 
Sbarlot your Servant. What, not a Word—Oh I beg 
your Ladyſhip's Pardon—Lady Sharlot, did I fay ? My 
young Lady Brampton, I wiſh you Joy. 

L. V. Oh your Servant, Lady Dowager Brumpton—- 
That's an Appellation of much more Joy to yo 
VM. 80 , Madam ! But you ſhould, methinks, 

have made one acquainted—Vet, Madam, your ( Conduct 


18 ſeen through—— 
C4 L. S. 


9 


32 The Funeral: Or, 
Z. Sb. My Conduct, Lady Brumpton | 
Via. Your Conduct, Lady Sharlot, © 
25 [ming up to each ather. 
L. Sb. Madam, tis you are ſeen through all your 
thin Diſguiſes ———— 
Mid. I ſeen? By whom?  _ | | 
L. Sb. By an 1 Eye, nay, by what you 
much more fear, the Eye of the World The World ſees 
you, or ſhall ſee you; it ſhall know your ſecret Intem- 
perance, your publick Faſting—Looſe Poems in your 
Cloſet, an Homily on your Toilet—Your eaſy ſkilful 
practis'd Hipocriſy, by which you wrought upon your 
Huſband, baſely to transfer the Truſt and Ward of us, 
two helpleſs Virgins, into the Hands and Care of ——I 
cannot name it—Yon're a wicked Woman. 
T. Ha. F Afide.) O rare Siſter! "Tis a fine thing to 
keep ones Anger in Stock by one ; we that are an 
and pleas'd every half Hour, have nothing at all of all 
this high flown Fury ! Why, ſhe rages like a Princeſs in 
a Tragedy ! Bleſſings on her Tongue 
Wid. Is this the Effect of your Morning Lectures, 
your Self. examination, all this Fury ? | 
I. Sb. Yes it is, Madam; if I take pains to govern 
my Paſſions, it ſhall not give Licence to others to go- 
vern em for m Fs | 
Mid. Well, Lady Sharlot, however you ill deſerve 
it of me, I ſhall take care, while there are Locks and 
. Bars, to keep you from Lord Hardy From being 
| a Leigher Lady, from carrying a Knapſack. | 
L. SS. Knapſack ! Do you upbraid the Poverty your 
own wicked Arts have brought him to—Knapſack! Oh 
grant me Patience, can J hear this of the Man I love? 
| Erapfack I have not Words ¶ Stamps about the Room. 
_ Wid. I leave you to cool upon it, Love and Anger 
are very warm Paſſions— [Extt. 
L. Ha. She has lock'd us in- | #75 
L. Sb. Knapfack ! Well, I will break Walls to go to 
him could fit down and cry my Eyes out] Dear Siſter, 
what a Rage have I been in? Knapſack! I'll give vent 
IJ . © 
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to my juſt Reſentment—Oh how ſhall I avoid this baſe 
Woman, how meet that excellent Man ! What an help- 
leſs Condition are you and I in now ? If we run into 
the World, that Youth and Innocence which ſhould de- 
mand Aſſiſtance, does but attract Invaders: Will Provi- 
dence guard us? How do I ſee that our Sex is naturally 
indigent of Protection ?—I hope it is in Fate to crown 
our Loves; for tis only in the Protection of Men of 

Honour, that we are naturally truly ſafe ; 


And Woman's Happineſs, for all her Scorn, 
1s only by that Side whence ſhe «was born. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 
Enter Lord Hard y, Campley and Trim. | 


| Tord Harvy. 


1 Jade Tattleaid ſaw me upon the Stairs, for I 
1 had not Patience to keep my Concealment, but 
muſt peep out to ſee what was become of you. 
Cam. But we have Advice however it ſeems from the 
Garriſon already—this Miſtreſs of Trim's is a mighty 
lucky Accident | 
| Trim. Ay, Gentlemen, ſhe has free Egreſs and Regreſs, 
and you know the French are the beſt bred People in the 
World—ſhe'll be affiſtant—But *Faith, I have one Scru- 
ple that hangs about me—and that is—Look you, my 
Lord, we Servants have no Maſters in their Abſence— 
Ina word, when I am with Madamoiſelle I talk of your 
Lordſhip as only a particular Acquaintance, that I do Buſi- 
neſs indeed for you ſometimes—-——1 muſt needs ſay, 
cries I, that indeed my Lord Hardy is really a Perſon I 
have a great Honour for 4 
5 A 44. 
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T. H. Piſh! Is that all? I underſtand you your 
Miſtreſs does not know that you do me the Honour to 
dean my Shoes or ſo, upon occafion—Prithee, Will, make 
your ſelf as conſiderable as you pleaſe. . 

Trim. Well then, your Leſſon is this—She, out of 
her Reſpect to me, and EIN. Cong Campley was 
an Intimate of my Friend my Lord Hardy, and conde. 
ſcending (tho 'ſhe is of a great { Houſe in France) to make 
Manto's 115 the Improvement of the Exg/iG—which gives 

her eaſy Admittance—She, I ſay, mays by theſe Pro- 

miſes, has vouchſaf d to bring a Letter from wy Lady 

Harriet to Mr. Campley, and came to me to bring her to 
him. You are to underſtand alſo that ſhe is dreſs d in the 
lateſt French Cut. Her Dreſs is the Model of their Habit, 

and her ſelf of their Manners for ſhe is 

But you ſhall ſee her— [ Exit. 

Ld. H. This gives me ſome Life—Chear up, Tom 
but behold the Solemnity—Do you ſee Trim's allantry ? 

I ſhall laugh out. 

\ Enter TxIu leading in MADAMOISELLE. 

Grim: My dear Lord Hardy, this is Madamoiſelle q E- 

ingle, whoſe Name you've often heard me ſigh 

775 Hardy /alutes Ber.] Mr. Camplęy Madamoiſelle 

« Eping k—— [Campley /alutes ber] 

Votre Servante, Gentlemen, Votre Servante— 

7 1 proteſt to you, I never ſaw any thing ſo becom- 
ing as your Dreſs—ſhall I beg the — you'd condeſ- 
cend to let Mr. 775i lead you once round the Room, that 

I may admire the Elegance of your Habit 

* [Trim vad her round. 
L4. H. How could you ask ſuch a thing ? 

Can. *Plhaw, my Lord you are a Enghfh Fel- 
low—-You ſee ſhe is not furpris'd at it, but me 

ant in deſiring it— Oh, Madam! your Air! — The 

egligence, rs a Fines of your Manner! O how 
dedicate i is your noble Nation I ſwear there's none but 
the clumſy Dutch and Engliſs would oppoſe ſuch polite 

Conquerors—-When ſhall you ſee an Englifs Woman ſo 


draſs d? 
Mad. 
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Mad. De Engliſe ] poor Barbarians, poor Savages, dey 
know no more of de Dreſs but to cover dere Nakedneſs - 
[glides along the Room. ] Dey be cloded, but no dreſs d 
But Monſieur Trim, which Monſieur Campley? 

Trim. That's honeſt Tom 

Cam. At your ſervice, Madamoiſelle—- 

Mad. I fear I incur the Cenſure, [pulling out the Letter, 
and recolleing as loath to deliver it] but Mr. Terim being 
your intimate Friend, and I deſigning to honour him in 
de Way of an Husband—So—fo—how do I run away in 
Diſcourſe I never make Promiſe to Mr. Terim before, 
and now to do it por. accident | 

Cam. Dear Vill Trim is extremely ohliging in having 
prevail'd upon you, to do a thing, that the Severity of 
your Virtue, and the Greatneſs of your Quality, (tho' a 
Stranger in the Country you now honour by your dwel- 
ling in it,) would not let you otherwiſe condeſcend to 

Mad. Oh Monſieur! Oh Monſieur] you ſpeak my very 
Toughts—Oh! Idon't know how ! Pardon me to give 
a Billet—it ſo look Oh fy ! I can no ſtay after it. 

[ Drops it, runs affeAedly to the other end of the Roo, then 

uite out, re-exters] I beg ten W for go away 

o mal-propos— I JCCurtiſies as going. © 

I. 2 Your Servant, good Madam —Mr. ——— 
know you command here—pray, if Madam 4 Epingle 
will honour our Cottage with longer ſtay, wait on 


in, and entertain her—pray, Sir, 
Trim. My Lord, you know your power over me, I'm 
all Complaiſance— | [Leads ber ont. 
Cam. Now to my dear Epiſtle— 


„ | | 
"YL Hers is one thing <vbich you avere too generous to touch 
upon in our laſi Converſation--We have reajon to fear 
the Widow's Practice in relation to our Fortunes, if you are 
nat too quick for her— 1a Lady Sharlot evhether this is not 
ber Senſe to Lord Hardy—She ſays nothing, but lats me 
| write 
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write on—The/e People always have, and will have, Admit- 
erer wy wie, therefore we may bear from you. 


INES. TI am, Sir, 
4 | Your moſt Obedient Servant, 
_  Haxator LoveLy. 
My « Obedient Servant 


- Thy Obedience ſhall ever be as voluntary as now—ten 
— thouſand Kiſſes on thee thou dear Paper 
Look you, my Lord what a pretty Hand it is ? 
Id. H. Why Tom, thou doſt not give me Leave to 
ſee it—you ſnatch it to your Mouth ſo—you'll ſtifle the 
poor Lady— 

Cam. Lk you, my Lord, all along the Lines here 
went the Pen ; and through them white Intervals her 
ſnowy Fingers. Do you ſee, this is her Name— 

Ld. H. Nay, there' s Lady Sbarlot's Name too in the 
midſt of the Letter—why, you'll not be ſo unconſcion- 
able—you're ſo greedy, you'll give me one Kiſs ſure— 

Cam. Well, you ſhall, but you're ſo eager—don't bite 
me for you ſhan't have it in your Hands—there, there, 
there—Let go my Hand— 

Id. H. Whatan exquiſite Pleaſure there is in this Fool- 
ery—But what ſhall we do? 

Cam. I have a thought; prithee, my Lord, call Trim. 

I. H. Ha, Trim. 

Cam. Hold, Mr. Trim, you forget his Miſtreſs is 
there. 

LA. H. Cra'mercy—Dear Vell Trim ſtep in hither. 

Cam. Ay, that's ſomething — 

Enter TRIMu. 
Trim, have not I ſeen a young Woman ſometimes carry 
Madam 4 Epingle's Trinkets for her, coming from my 
Lady Brumpton's — 
Trim. Yes, you might have ſeen ſuch a one, ſhe waits 
for her now— 
Cam. Do you think you could not prevail for me to be 


dreſs din that Wench'e Cloaths, and attend your Miſtreſs 
in 
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in da ſtead thither? They'll not dream we ſhould ſoſoon 

attempt again 
Trim. Yes, I'll engage it | 
Cam. Then we'll truſt the reſt to our good Genius, I'll 


about it inftantly— Harriot Lovely 
[Exit ki Fug the Letter. 
Enter Widow and TaTTLE ain. 


Wid. This was well done of you ; be ſure you take 
care of their young Ladyſhips ; you ſhall, I promiſe 
you, have a ſnip in the Sale of 'em. 

Tat. I thank your good Ladyſhip. 

Vid. Is that the Porter's Paper of How-d'ye 87 

Tar. Ves, Madam, he juſt ſent it 2 general An- 
ſwer is, that you're as well as can be expected in your 
Condition, but that you ſee no Body 

Mid. That's right—{ reading Names. ] Lady Niggli 
Lady Formal — Oh! that Riggle, a pert Ogler—an in- 
diſcreetfilly Thing, who is really known by no Man, yet 
for her . juſtly N common to all; and as 
Formal has only the Appearance of Virtue, ſo ſhe has only 
the Appearance of Vice—What Chance, I wonder, put 
theſe Contradictions to each other into the ſame Coach, 
as you fay they call'd—Mrs. Francis, and Mrs. Vi znifrid 
G/ebe—who are they? 

Tat. They are the Country great Fortunes, have been 
out of Town this whole Year ; they are thoſe whom your 
Ladyſhip ſaid upon being very well born, took * em 
to be very ill bred | 

Wid. Did I fay ſo? Really I think twas apt enough, 
now I remember'em: Lady Winkle. Oh that ſnug old 
Woman! There's no enduring her AﬀeRation of Youth, 
but I plague her ; I always ask whether her Daughter in 
Wiltfire has a Grandchild yet or not- Lady Worthy—I 
can't bear her Company, ſhe has ſo much of that Virtue 
in her Heart, which I have in my Mouth only. [ Aft. 
Mrs. After-day—Oh that's ſhe that was the great Beauty— 
the mighty toaſt about Town, that's juſt come out of the 
Small-Pox, ſhe's horridly pitted they ſay; Tlong to ſee her 
and plague her with my Condolance—"Tis a pure _ 

tur 
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tar'dSatisfaRion to ſee one that was fortunately 
move with the ſame Langour, and Softnefs of Behaviour 
that once was charming in her—To ſee, I fay, her mor- 
tify that us d to kill—Ha, ha, ha! The reſt are a Cata- 
logue of mere Names or Titles they were born to, an 
infipid Crowd of the neither good nor bad But you are 
ſure theſe other Ladies ſuſpect not in the leaſt that I 
know of their coming— | 

Tat. No, dear Madam, they are to aſk for me— 

id. J hear a Coach [ Exit Tat. 
I've now an exquiſite Pleaſure in the Thoughts of ſurpaſ- 
ſing my Lady Sy, who pretends to have outgriewd the 
whole Town for her Huſband—They are certainly com- 
ing Oh no! here let me Thus let me fir and think 


Widow on ber Couch, while Se is raving as to herſelf 


attleaid e brings in the Ladies.) Wretched Diſcon- 
ſolate as I am ! Oh welcome—welcome, dear killing An- 

h—Oh that I could lie down and die in my preſent 
Fieavinefs—Bur what—how ? Nay, my dear dear Lord 
Why do you look ſopale, ſo ghaſtly at me, Wottoo, 
Wottoo, fright thy own trembling ſhivering Wife 

Tat. Nay, good Madam, be comforted. 

Wil. Thou ſhake not have me— [ Puſbes Tat. 


* 


Tat. Nay good Madam, tis J, tis e Ladyſhip's 
5 


own Woman — Tis I, Madam, that dreſs you and talk to 
you, and tell you all that's done in the Houſe every Day; 
tis 1 CI IU 
Mid. Is it then poflible ? Is it then poſſible that I am 
| left—ſpeak to me not—hold me not—T'll break the 
liſt'ning Walls with my Complaints. ¶ Looks ſurpriz'd at 
ſteing Company, then ſeverelyat Tattleaid.] Ah Tattleaid— 
1 La. Nay, Madam, be not angry at her, we would 
come in, in ſpite of her We are your Friends, and are 
as cancern'd as oa 8 7 I 
Mid. Ah! Madam, Madam, Madam, Madam, Taman 
undone Woman — Oh me! Alas! Alas! Oh! Oh! [LAL 


join in her Notes.) I ſwoon, I expire.  [Fains, 
2 La. Pray, Mrs. Tartleaid, bring ſomething that is 
Cordial to her. | [Exit Tattleaid. 


3 La. 
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3 La. Indeed, Madam, you. ſhould have Patience, his 
Lordſhip was old. oy dye i is but going before in a Jour- 


ney we m 


Eater TATTLEAID 5 FFP with Bottles. 3d Lady takes a | 


Bottle from her and drinks. 

4 La. Lord! how my Lady Fleer drinks; I've heard in- 
deed, but never could believe it of her. [Drinks alſo. 

La. But, Madam, don't you hear what the Town 
ſays of the Jilt Flirt, the Men lik'd ſo much in the Park 
—Hark ye—was ſeen with him in an * Coach 
—and Silk Wb ua — on the 
Chair— IE. 

2 La. Impudent Fir, to 10 1 * 2 | 

3 La. But If) it only to you 

4 La. Nor I but to one more Cgpend next o. 

5 La. I can't believe i it ; nay, I always thought it, 
Madam— U Whiſpers the Widow. 
M. Sure tis impoſſible The demure prim Thing 
ſure all the World's Hipocriſy Well, I thank my Stars, 
whatſoever Sufferings I have, I've none in Reputation, I 
wonder at the Men, I could never think her handſome. 
She has really a good Shape and Complexion, but no 
Mein. And no Woman has the uſe of her Beauty with- 
out Mein. Her Charms are dumb, they want Utter + 
ance. But whither does Diſtraction lead me, to. talk 
of Charms ? 

1 La. Chatms? A Chit s, a Girl's Charms Come, let 
us Widows be true to ourſelves, keep our Countenances, 
and our Characters, and a Fig for the Maids, I mean for 


. the unmarried. 


2 La. Ay, ſince they will ſet up for our Knowledge, 
why ſhould not we for their Ignorance ? 
3 La. But, Madam, o' Sunday Morning at Church I 
curtfied to you; and look'd at a great Fuſs in a glaring 


light Dreſs next Pew: That ſtrong maſculine Thing is 


a Knight's Wife, pretends to all the Tenderneſs in the 
World ! And would fain put the unweildy upon us for 
the ſoft, the languid ! She-has of a ſudden lefther Dairy 
and ſets up for a — Town Lady, calls her Maid 590 
her 
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her Woman, ſpeaks to her by her Sirname, Mrs. G. 

ryfift, and her great Foot -Boy of Nineteen, big enough 

for a «Trooper, is ſtrip'd into a Lace Coat, now Mr. 
Page forſooth. 

4 La. Oh! Thaveſeen her—Well, I heartily pity ſome 


1 le for their Wealth, they might have been xp 


elſe ! You'd die, Madam, to ſee her and her Equipa 

J thought the honeſt fat Tits, her Horſes, were aſham'd 
of their Finery ; they drag'd on, as if they were ſtill at 
the Plough, . and a great baſhful-look'd Booby behind, 
graſp'd the Coach as if he held one. 

5 { a. Alas! Some People think there snothing but be. 
ing fine to be genteel; bak the high Prance of the Hor- 
ſes, and the briſk Inſolence of the Servants in an Equi- 
page of Quality, are inimitable, but to our own Beaſts 


1 La. Now you talk of Equipage, T envy this Lady the 


Beauty ſhe'll appear in in a mourning Coach,'twill ſo be- 
come her Complexion ; I confeſs I myſelf mourn'd two 
Vears / for no other Reaſon. Take up that Hood there; 
Oh! That fair Face with a Vail. [They tale up her Hood:. 
Mid. Fy, fy, Ladies—But Ive 8 told, indeed, Black 
does become 
2 La. Well, I'll take the Liberty to ſpeak it, there's 
young Nutbrain has long had (I'll be ſworn) a Paſſion 
for this Lady; but I'll Gel you one thing, I fear ſhe'll 
diſlike, that is, he's younger than ſhe is. 
9 Ls. No, "that's no Exception; but I'll tell you one, 
he's younger than his Brother, 
wid. Ladies, talk not of ſuchAfairs: Who cou'd love 
ſuch an unhappy Relict as I am? But, dear Madam, what 
Grounds have you for that idle Story ? 


4 La. Why he toaſts you, and trembles when you're | 


ſpoke off; it muſt be a Match. 

Wid. Nay, nay, you rally, you rally : But Iknow you 
mean it kindly. 

1 La. Iſwear we do. ¶ Tattleaid wwhi/pers the Widow. 

Vid. But I muſt beſcech you, Ladies, fince you have 
been ſo compaſſionate, as to viſit and accompany my Sor- 
row, 
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row, to give me the only Comfort I can now. know, to 
ſee my Friends chearful, and to honour an Entertainment 


Tateltaid has prepared within for you: If I can find 


Strength enough I'll attend you; but I wiſh you'd ex- 
cuſe me, for I've no Reliſh of Food or Joy, but will try 
to'get a Bit down in my own C . 

All. No, no, you muſt go with us. 

1 La. There's no Pleaſure without you. 

Mid. But, Madam, I muſt beg of your Ladyſhip not to 
be ſo importunate to my freſh Calamity, as to mention 
Nutbrain any more: Im ſure there's nothing in it: In 
Love with me, quoth a' ! [1s helped off. 

[ Exeunt:; 
Enter MaDaMolsELLS, and Caur ILE V in Woman's © 
 __ Clloaths carrying her Things. 

Mad. I very glad us be in de Ladies Antichamber ; Lwas 
ſham'd of you. You you ſuch an impudent Look : Be- 
fides me wonder you were not ſeized by the Conſtable, 
when you puſh'd de Man into de Kennel. 

Cam. Why, ſhou'd I have let him kiſs'd me? 

Mad. No : But if you had hithim wit Fan, and fay, 
why ſure Sawcy-box, it been enough; beſide what you 
hitted de Gentleman for offer kiſs me. p | 
2 I beg Pardon, I did not know you were pleas d 
With it. | 1 

Mad. Pleaſe, no, but me rader be kiſſe, den you, Mr. 
Terim's Friend, be found out. Could not you ſay when 
he kiſſe me, ſure Sawcy-box dat's Meat for your Maſter, 
Beſides you take ſuch Strides when you walk—walk— 
Oh fy ! deſe littil pette tiny Bits a Woman Steps. 

| [Shewing her Steps. 

Cam. But prithee, Madamoi/e/le, why have you loſt 
your Engliſb Tongue all of a ſudden ; methought when 
the Fellow call'd us French Whores, as we came along, 
and ſaid we came to ſtarve their own People, you gave 
him pretty plain Eng/zfs ; he was a Dog, a Raſcal, you'd 
ſend him to the Stocks— | . 

Mad. Ha! ha! ha! I was in a Paſſion and betray d my 
ſelf but you're my Lover's Friend, and a Man of Honour, 

PEST therefore 
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therefore know you'll do nothing to injure us. Why, Mr. 
 Campley, you muſt know I can ſpeak as good Engliß as 
you, but I don t, for fear of loſing my Cuſtomers : The 
Engliſh will never give a Price for any thing they under- 
ſtand. Nay, I 9 known ſome of your Fools pretend to 
buy with good and give any Rate rather than 
not be thoug — rench enough to know what they 
were doings ſtrange and farfetch'd Things they only like: 
Don't you ſee how they ſwallow Gallons of the Juice , 
of Tea, while their own Dack-leaves are trod un- 
der Foot. But Mum : My Lady Harriot. 
Enter Lady Harriot. 
Madam, voſtre Servante, Servante— 
I. Ha. Well Malene, did you deliver my Letter | 
Mad. Out— | 
L. Ha. Well and how—is that it in your Hand ? 
Mad. Oui 

TL. Ha. Well then, why don't you give it me? 

Mad. O fy ! Lady, dat be ſo right Engliſe, de Englife 
mind only de Words of de Lovers, but de Words of de 
Lovers are often Lie, but de Action no Lie—. . 

\ + 2078. What does the thing mean? Give me my Let 
or | 

Mad. Me did not deliver your Letter— 
r : 

Mad. No, metell you, me did drop it, fee Mr Can 
Fly how Cavalier to take it up. 2 ae. 
it ſo Monfieur run take it up— 

' [They beth run to take it up, Mad. takes it. 

— Ha. Wiles give me my Letter or not? 

t dus he do—Dere de Letter very 
well, — O L'amour f You act de manner Mr. 
Campley—take it up better den I, do you no ſee it. 


Lib ows res, — il. 
Le Ha. Reads. ; if 
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mn of, But Bleſs me more thas u can, d 
thoſe fair Eyes upon, Madam 


Y6ur moſt Faithful, 
Moſt Obedient Humble Servant, 


Txro. CamPLEY. 


What does he mean ? But bleſs me more—by turning— 


Oh 'tis he himſelf—[ Looking about obſerves Cam. ſmile.) 


Oh the Hoiden—the Romp— did not think any thing 
could add to your native Confidence, but you look ſo 
very bold in that Dreſs—and your Arms will fall off 
and your Petticoats how they hang ? 
Cam. Madamoiſelle, Voulez vous de Salville Lean D* 
Hongrie. Chez Monſieur Marchand de Montpe/ier— 
Dis for your Teet, Hing his Trinkets] De Eſſence, a 


little Book French for teach de elder Broders make Com- 
pliments. Will you, I fay, have any thing that I have, 
will you have all I have ?—Madam. 


L Ha. Yes, and for the Humour's Sake, will never 
part with this Box, while I live, ha! ha! hal 
Cam. But, Lady Harriet, we mult not ſtand laughing; 


7 1 as you obſerve in your Letter, Delays are dangerous in 
_ this wicked Woman's Cuſtody of you—therefore Imuſt, 
Madam, beſeech you, and pray ſtay not on Niceties, but 

be advis'd. 


L. Ha. Mr. Campley, J have no Will but yours. 
Cam. Thou dear Creature—but [Kies her Hand] 
Harkee then you muſt change Dreſſes with Madamoi ſelle, 


and go with me inſtantly. 


L. Ha. What you pleaſe— 

Cam, Madam D' Epingle, I muſt defire you to * 
with a Humour of Gallantry of ours, you may be ſure I'll 
have an Eye over the Treatment you have upon my Ac- 
count, only to change Habits with Lady Harriot, and 
let her go, while you ſtay. 

Mad. Wit all my _ [Offers to undreſs herſelf 

" &. Us. 
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L. Ha. What, before Mr. Campley 
Mad. Oh, oh very Anglaiſe! Dat is ſo Engliſe! All Wo- 
men of Quality i in Franceare dreſs and by a Valet 
de Chambre, de Man Chamber-mai help Crain 
better den de Woman. [ 4part to Har. 
L. Ha. Nay, that's a Secret in Dreſs, Madamoi/elle, I 
never knew before, and am ſq unpoliſh'd an Engliſh Wo- 
man as to reſolve never to leam ev'n to dreſs before my 
Huſband. Oh! Indecency !—Mr. "—_— do you hear 
what Madamoiſelle ſays— 
Mad. Oh! Hiſt.— Bagatelle. 
L. Ha. Well, we'll run in and be ready in an Inſtant. 
| [ Exeunt L. Harriot and Madamoiſelle. 
"mY Well, I like her every Minute betterand better. 
What a delicate Chaſtity ſhe has! There's ſomething ſo 
groſs in the Carriage of ſome Wives (tho' they're honeſt 
that they loſe their Huſbands Hearts for Faults, which 
If they have either good Nature, or good Breeding, they 
know not how to tell em of. But how happy am I in 
ſuch a Friend as Hardy, ſuch a Miſtreſs as Harriot ! 


Continue Heav'n, a grateful Heart to bleſs 
With Faith in Friendſbip, and in Love Succeſs. 


—_—— 


ACT Iv. SCENE I. 
Enter Widow and Truſty. 


 W1pow. 


— 


R. Trufty, you have, Ido affure you, the ſame Place 
and Power, in the Management of my Lord Brump- 
ton's Eſtate, as in his Life - time. (I am reduc'd to a Ne- 
ceſſity of truſting him) [afide.] However Tattleaid diſ 
ſembles the M — ſhe muſt be privy to Lady Harriot's 
TIP and Fardingale's as deep with em both, . 
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fear will be their Ruin, which · tis my Care and Duty to 


prevent. Be vigilant, and you ſhall be rewarded. I ſhall 
employ you wholly in Lady Sharlot's Affairs, ſhe is able 
to pay Services done for her. You've Senſe, and under- 
ſtand me. [ Exit Widow. 
Tru. Yes, I doindeed underſtand you, and could wiſh 
another could with as much Deteſtation as I do; but my 
poor old Lord is ſo ſtrangely, ſo bewitchedly enamour d of 
her, that ev'n after this Diſcovery of her Wickedne6s, I 
ſee he could be reconcil'd to her; and tho” he is aſnamꝰ dto 
confeſs to me, I know he longs to ſpeak with her. If I 
tell Lord Haray all to make 15 Fortune, he would not let 
his Father be diſhonour'd by a pablick Way of Separation. 
If things are acted privately, I know ſhe'll throw us all ; 
there's no Middle-way, I muſt expoſe her to make a Re- 
union impracticable: Alaſs, how is honeſt Truth baniſh'd 
the World, when we muſt watch the Seaſons and ſoft A- 
venues to Men's Hearts, to gain it Entrance ev'n for 


their own Good and Intereſt ! | [Exit. 


Enter Lord Hazpr, CAMPLEY, and Trim. 


La. H. I forgot my own Misfortune, dear Campley, 
when I reflect on your Succeſs. 

Cam. I aſſure you, it moderates the Swell of Joy that 
Iam in, to think of your Difficulties. I hope my Felicity 
is previous to yours ; my Lady Harriot gives her Service 
to you, and we both think it but decent to ſuſpend our 
Marriage, till your and Lady Sharlot's Affairs are in 


the ſame Poſture. 

La. H. Where is my Lady? 

Cam. She's at my Aunt's, my Lord. But, my Lord, 
if you don't interpoſe, I don't know how I ſhall adjuſt 
Matters with Mr. Trim, for leaving his Miſtreſs behind 
me, I fear he'll demand Satisfaction of me. 

Trim. No, Sir; alas, I can know no Satisfaction while 


ſhe is in Jeopardy. Therefore would rather be put in 


a Way to recover her by ſtorming the Caſtle, or other 


Feat of Arms, like a true enamour'd Swain as I am. 


D 3 Cam. 
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Cam, Since we are all three then ing Lovers, 
my Lord, prithee, let's have that Song of yours which 

its our, common Purpoſe. 
Ld H. Call in the Boy. 


| Boy fag | 

ö Nt Minute ng the Hour, 

© * And Chro 3 to the Bower: 
Then Hall all idle Flames be o er, 
Nor Eyes or Heart e er wander more: 
Both, Cn Log, fx d for er on thee, 
For thou art all thy Sex to me. 

©: 

A Guilty is a falſe Embrace : 
— s Love's a Fairy-Chace : 
Begone thou Meteor, — Fire, 
And all that can't ſurvive Deſire. 
CHLoE my Reaſon moves and fav, 
And Curip ſhot me, when he ſaw. 


| Trim. Look you, Gentleman, ſince as you are pleas'd 

to ſay we're all Lovers, and conſequently Poets, pray do 
me the Honour to hear a little Air of mine : You muſt 
know then, I once had the Misfortune to fall in love 
below myſelf, but Things went hard with us at that 
Time, ſo that, my Paſſion, or as I may poetically ſſ 
my Fire was in the Kitchen: "Twas towards a C k- 
maid ; but before I ever ſaw Mrs. Deborab. 

Ld. H. Come on then, Trim, let's have it. 
Trim. I muſt run into next Room for a Lute. Exit. 
| Cam. This muſt be diverting ! Can the Rogue play 


Re-enter Trim, with a Pair of Tongs. 


Trim. Dear Qynderaxa herſelf very well underſtood this 
Inſtrument, I therefore always — this Song to it, as thus. 


hs 
CYNDERAXA kind and goed, 
Has all my Heart and Stomach too ; 
She makes me love, not hate, my Food, 
As other peeviſp Wenches do, | 
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When Venus leaves her Vuucan' 5 a 
Which all but I a Co e-hols call; 
Fly, fly, ye that above Stairs dwell, 
Her na: „ye vaniſb all. 


III. 


And as Hef fair, ſhe can impart 
That Beauty, to make all things fine ; ; 
Brightens the Floor with wondrous Art, 


And at her Touch the Difbes Sins. 


L. H. 1 proteſt, Vill, thou art a Poet indeed, Aid 
at her Touch the Diſhes bein. And you touch your 
Lute as finely. 

E wer Boy. 


Boy. There's one Mr. Truſty below would ſpeak with: 
my Lord. 

Ld. H. Mr. Trufly ? My Father's Steward ? rn 
can he have to ſay to me ? 

Cam. He's very honeſt, to my Knowledge. 

Lad. H. I remember indeed when I was turn'd out of 


the Houſe, he follow d me to the Gate, and wept over 


me, for which I've heard he'd like to have loſt his 


Place. But however I muſt adviſe with you a little, a- 


bout my Behaviour to him; let's in. Boy, bring him up 
hither, tell him I'll wait on him preſently. [Exit Boy. 
I ſhall want you, I believe, here, Trim. [ Exeunt. 
Re-enter Boy and TeausTy. 
Boy. My Lord will wait on you here immediately. 
[ Exit Boy. 


Tru. Tis very well—theſe Lodgings are but homely 


for the Earl of Brumpton—Oh that damn'd Strumpet— 


that I ſhould ever know my Maſter'#Wife for ſuch— 


How many thouſand things does my Head run back to ? 


After my poor Father's Death the good Lord took me, 


becauſe he was a Captain in his Regiment, and gave me 
Education. I was, I think, Three and Twenty _ 


D4 


2 
this young Lord within was chriſtened ; what a do there 


The Funeral: Or, 


wat about calling him Francis ? [wipes his 12 — 
are but poor Lodgings for him. I cannot 
to think that I ſhall fave the Family, from which 12 


had my Bread. 
Enter Tx IM. 


Trim. Sir, my Lord will wait you immediately. 

Tra. Sir, tis my Duty to wait him—[as Trim is going] 
But Sir, are not you the young Man that attended him at 
Chrift-Churchin Oxford, and have follow d him ever fince ? 

rim. Yes, Sir, I am. 

Tru. Nay, Sir, no Harm, but you'll thrive the bet- 
ter for it. 

Trim. I like this on Fellow, I ſmell more Money. 

[ Jfede, Exit. 

Tru. I think i its now Eight Years fince.I ſaw him, he 


was not then Nineteen, when I follow'd him to the Gate, 


and gave him fifty Guineas which I pretended his Father 

ſent after him. 
Enter Lord Hax Dr. 

I. H. Mr. Trufty, I'm very glad to fee you; you 

look very hale and jolly; you wear well I'm glad to 


ſee it—but your Commands to me, Mr. Trufty. 


Tru. Why, my Lord, I preſume to wait on your 
Lordſhip ; my Lord, you're ſtrangely grown ; you're 
your Father's very Picture ; you're he, my Lord: You 
are the very Man that look'd ſo pleas'd, to ſee me 
look ſo fine in my lac'd Livery, to go to Court. I was 
his Page when he was juſt ſuch another as you. He kiſs'd 


me afore a great many Lords, and faid I was a brave 


Man's Son that taught him to Exerciſe his Arms. I re- 
member he carry'd me to the great Window, and bid 


me be ſure to keep in your Mother's Sight in all my 


Finery. . She was the fineſt young Creature, the Maids 
of Honour hated to ſee her at Court. My Lord then 


. courted my good Lady : She was as kind to me on her 


Death Bed, ſhe ſaid to me, Mr. Trufty take care of _ 


Lord's ſecond Marriage for that Child's Sake: 
pointed as well as ſhe could to you; you fell a e 


and 


ow 
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and ſaid ſhe ſhould not die; but ſhe did, my Lord ; ſhe 
left the World, and no one like her in't. Forgive me 
my honour'd Maſter, [Weeps, runs to my Lord, and hugs 
him] I've often carry'd you in theſe Arms that graſp you, 
they were ſtronger then, but if I die to-morrow you're 
worth five thouſand Pounds by my Gift, tis what I've 
got in the Family, and I return it to you with Thanks— 
But alas, do I live to ſee you want it ? 
Ld. H. You confound me with all this Tenderneſs 
and Generoſity. 
Tru. I'Il trouble you no longer, my Lord But 
Ld. H. Call it not a Trouble; for 
Tru. My good Lord, 1 will not, I fay, indulge my 
ſelf in talking fond Tales that melt me, and interrupt 
5 my Story: My Buſineſs to your Lordſhip, in one Word 
i is this; I am in good Confidence at preſent with my La- 
b dy Dowager, and I know ſhe has ſome Fears upon her, 
g whichdependupon the Nature of the Settlement to your 
Disfavour; and under the Roſe—Be yourſelf—I fear your 
Father has not had fair Play for his Life ; be compos'd, 
| my Lord, what is to be done 1s this ; we'll not apply to 
) publick Juſtice in this Caſe, till we ſee farther ; twill 
make it noiſy, which we muſt not do, if I might adviſe. 
You ſhall, with a Detackment of your Company, ſeize 
the Corps as it goes out of the Houſe this Evening to be 
interr'd in the Country, twill only look like taking the 
Adminiſtration upon yourſelf, and commencing a Suit 
for the Eſtate ; ſhe has put off the lying in State, and La- 
dy Harriot's Eſcape with Mr. Campley makes her fear he 
will prove a powerful Friend, both to the young Lady's 
and your Lordſhip. She cannot with Decency be fo 
buſy, as when the Corps is out of the Houſe, therefore 
haſtens it. I know your whole Affair, leave the Care 
of Lady Sharlot to me, I'll pre-acquaint her, that ſhe 
mayn't be trightned, and diſpoſe of her ſafely to obſerve 
the Iſſue. | 
Ld. H. I wholly underſtand you, it ſhall be done. 
Tru. J am ſure I am wanted this Moment for your 
- Intereſt at home. This Ring ſhall be the Paſs-port of 
Intelligence, 
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Intelligence, for whom you ſend to aſſault us, and the / 4 
Remittance of it ſeal'd With this, ſhall be authentick 
from within the Houſe. 
L. H. Tis very well. 
Tre. Hope all you can wiſh, my Lord, from a certain 


Secret relating to the Eftate, which Pl acquaint you 


with next Time I ſee you. | [Exit 
£4. H. Your Servant—This Fellow's ſtrangely ho- 


neſt—Ha! Will. 
Enter Docrity md WII I. 


Fill, don't the Recruits wait for 1 me to ſee * em at their 


Parade before this Houſe ? 
Trim. Yes, and have waited theſe three Hours. 


IL. H. Go to 'em, I'll be there myſelf immediately, 
we muſt attack with em. if che Rogues are ſturdy, this 
very Evening. 

' Trim.” I gueſs where—I'm overjoy'd at it, I'll war- 
rant you they do it, if I command in Chief. 

I. H. I deſign you ſhall, [Trim runs out jumping. 

Cam. You ſeem, my Lord, to be in deep Meditation. 

I. H. I am fo, but not on any thing that you may 


not be acquainted with. [ Exeunt. 
| Enter T'x1M wwith a \ Company of ragged Fellows, 
avith -a Cane. 


1 Sol. Why then I find, Mr. Trim, we ſhall come to 
Blows before we ſee the French —— 

Trim. Harkee, Friend, 'tis not your Affair to gueſs 
or enquire what you are going to do, 'tis only for us 
Commanders 

2 Sol. The French, Pox, they are but a Company of 
ſcratching civet Cats They fight ! 
* Trim. Harkee, don't bluſter——were not you a little 


miſtaken in your Facings at Steinkirk ? 
2 Sol. I grant it; you know I have an Antipathy to 


the French I hate to ſee the Dogs——— Look you 


here, Gentlemen, I was ſhot quite through the * 


Look you. 
Trim. Prithee, Look where it enter'd at your Back. 
2 Sol. 
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2 85¼. Look you, Mr. Trim, you will have your 
Joke, we know you are a Wit But what's that to a 
fighting Man ? b 
Enter KATE. 

Kate. Mr. Trim —Mr. Trim —— . 

Trim. Things are not as they have been, Mrs. Kaze, 
I now pay the Company—And we that pay Money ex- 
peR a little more Ceremony—— | | 

Kate. Will your Honour pleaſe to taſte ſome. right 
French Brandy ?—— - 1255 

Trim. Art thou ſure, good Woman, 'tis right, [ Drinks] 
How——French——pray——nay, if I find you deceive 
me, who pay the Men | [ Drinks. 

Kate. Pray, good Maſter, have you ſpoke to my 
Lord about me ? 

Trim. J have, but you ſhall ſpeak to him yourſelf — 
'Thou haſt been a true Campaigner, Kate, and we muſt 
not neglect thee——Do you ſell grey Peaſe yet of an 
Evening Mrs. Matchlock —— [ Drinks again. 

Kate. Any thing to turn the Penny, but I got more 
by crying Pamphlets this Year, than by any thing I have 
done a great while—Now I am married into the Com- 
pany again, I deſign to croſs the Seas next Year. But, 
Maſter, my Huſband, a Temple Porter, and a Parliament 
Man's Footman, laſt Night by their Talk made me 
think there was Danger of a Peace, why they ſaid all the 
prime People were againſt a War. 

Trim. No, no, Kate, never fear, you know I keep 
great Company, all Men are for a War ; but ſome would 
have it abroad, and ſome would have it at home in their 
own Country. 

Kate. Ay, ſay you fo, drink about Gentlemen, not a 
Farthing to pay; a War is a War; be it where it will- 
But pray, Mr. Trim, ſpeak to my Lord, that when 
theſe Gentlemen have Shirts I may waſh for em. 

Trim. I tell you, if you behave well to Night, you 
ſhall have a Fortnight's Pay each Man, as a: Reward ; 
but there's none of you induſtrious, there's a thouſand 
things you might do to help out about this Town—as to 


1 
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ery—Pulf—Pu Pyes. Have you any Knives or Sciſſors 
to grind—or late in an Evening, whip from Grubfreet 
ſtrange and bloody News from Flanders Votes from 
the Houſe of Commons—-Buns, rare Buns—old Silver 
Lace, Cloaks, Sutes or Coats—old Shoes, Boots or 
Hats—But here, here, here's my Lord a coming Here's 


the Captain, fall back i into ” Rank There move 
in the Center. 
Enter Lord HARDY = CAMPLEY. 


I. H. Let me ſee whether my ragged | Friends are 
| | nady and about me. 
Kate. Enſign Campley, Enfign Campley, I am overjoy'd 
| to ſee 2 Honour, ha! the World's ſurely alter d, ha”. 
"Tis ſo faith, Kate, why thou art true to the 
| w_ cane, with the Company ſtill, honeſt Amazon. 
| Kate. Deas Soul, not a bit of Pride in him ; but 
won't. your Honour help i in my Buſineſs with my Lord, 
ſpeak for me, noble Enſign do. 
Cam. Speak to him yourſelf, I'll ſecond you. 
Late. Noble Captain, my Lord, I ſuppoſe Mr. Trim 
has told your Honour about my Petition, I have been a 
great Sufferer in the Service; 'tis hard for à poor Wo- 
man to loſe nine Huſbands in a War, and no Notice ta- 
ken ; nay, three of them, alas, in the fame Campaign, here 
the Woman ſtands that fays it, I never ſtrip'd a Man 
till I firſt try'd if he could ſtand on his Legs, and if not, 
I think *twas fair Plunder, except our Adjutant, and be 
was a Puppy that made my eighth Huſband run the 
Gauntlet for not turning his Toes out. 
I. H. Well, we'll conſider thee Kate, but fall back 
into the Rear. A Roll of what? Gentlemen Soldiers. 
Trim. to Pumpkin. ] Do you hear that? My Lord him- 
ſelf can't deny but we are all Gentlemen as much as his 


Honour— 

I. H. reading.) Gentlemen Soldiers quarter'd in and 
about Guy- Court in 77 inegar- Jara, in Riſſel- Court in Druxy- 
lane, belonging to the Honourable Captain Haray's Com- 

_ pany of Foot—So, aniwer to your Names, and march 

* from the Left— Jon Horſcem Corporal. March eaſy, 

that 
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chat I may view you as you paſs by me: Drums. Simon 
Rute. Darby Tatoo—There's a Shilling for you—Tatos 
be always ſo right: How does he keep himſelf ſo clean? 

Trim. Sir, he is a Tragedy-drum to one of thePlay-houſes. 
Lau. H. Private Gentlemen Alexander Convi 


& Mundungus, William Faggot, Nicholas Scab, 
Timothy Megrim, Philip Scratch, Nehemiah Duff, Humph- 
rey Garbage, Nathaniel Matchlock. | 

Gam. What, is Matchlock come back to the Company? 
That's the Fellow that brought me off at Szeinkire. 

LA. H. No, Sir, tis I am oblig'd to him for that; 
[Offering te give him Money] there Friend; you ſhall 
want for nothing, I'll give thee a Halbert too. 

Kate. O brave me ! Shall I be a Serjeant's Lady 
I faith I'll make the Drums and the Corporal's Wives 
and Company-keepers know their Diſtance. EP 
Can. How far out of the Country did you come to 
Lift, don't you come from Cernwall, how did you bear 
your Charges ? ag | 

Match. I was whipt from Conſtable to Conſtable— 

Trim. Ay, my Lord, that's due by the Courteſy of 
England to all that want in red Coats ; beſides, there's 
an Act that makes us free of all Corporations, and that's 
the Ceremony of it. 

Cam. But what Pretence had they for uſing you ſo 
ill, you did not pilfer ? 

Match. I was found guilty of being poor. 

Cam. Poor Devil ! J | 
I. H. Timothy Ragg— Oh Ragg! I thought when I 
gave you your Diſcharge, juſt afore the Peace, we ſhould 
never have had you again, how came you to liſt now ? 

Ragg. To pull down the French King. 

LA. H. Bravely refolv'd——But pull your Shirt into 


your Breeches, in the mean time Feoffrey Tatter —— 

What's become of the Skirts and Buttons of your Coat? 

* 'Tatter, In our laſt cloathing in the Regiment I ſerv'd 

in afore, the Colonel had one Skirt before, the Agent one 
behind, and every Captain of the Regiment a Button. 

Id. H. Huſh, you Rogue, you talk Mutiny. [Smiling. 


Nin. 
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Trim. Ay Sirrah, what have you to do with more 
Knowledge than that of your right Hand from your left ? 
[ Hits him a Blow on the Head. 
I. H. Hugh Clump——Clump, thou * a little 
too heavy for marching. 
Pin. Ay, my Lord, but if we don't allow hi the 
Pay he'll ſtarve, for he's too lame to get into the Hoſpital. 
Ld. H. Richard Bumpkin: Ha! A perfect Country 
Hick——How came you, Friend, to be a Soldier ? 
Bump. An't pleaſe your Honour, I have been croſs' 1 
in Love, and am willing to ſeek my Fortune. 
IA. H. Well Ive ſeen enough of em, if you mind 
your Affair, and act like a wiſe General theſe Fellows 
may do come take your Orders. [Trim puts his Hat 
on his vtick, while my Lord is giving him the Ring and 
whiſpers Orders] Well Gentlemen, do your Buſineſs 
manfally, and nothing ſhall be too good for you. 
All. Bleſs your Honour. | Exeunt Har. and Campley. 
Trim. Now, my brave Friends and Fellow-Soldiers— 
[ 4/de.] I muſt Fellow-Soldier 'em Juſt afore a Battle, like 
a true Officer, tho* I cane em all the Year round beſide — 
© [Strutting about] Major General Trim, no, Pox, Trim 
"ſounds ſo very ſhort and priggiſh—that my Name ſhould 
be a Monofyllable ! But the foreign News will write me, 
I ſuppole, Monſieur or Chevalier Trimont, Seigneur Tri- 
moni, or Count Trimuntz in the German I ſhall perhaps be 
call'd ; ay, that's all the Plague and Comfort of us great 
Men, they do ſo toſs our Names about But Gentlemen, 
you are now under my Command—Huzza ! Thrice— 
Faith, this is very pleaſing this Grandeur! Why, after 
all, tis upon the Neck of ſuch Scoundrels as theſe Gen- 
tlemen, that we great Captains build our Renown-—A 
Million or two of theſe Fellows make an Alexander, and 
as that my Predeceſſor ſaid in the Tragedy of him on the 
very ſame Occaſion, going to ſtorm for his Statira, fo 
do I for my dear Semſtreſs, Madam 4 Epingle. 


When I ruſh on, ſure none will dare to ſtay ; 


'Trs Beauty calls, and Glory leads the Way. 
ACT 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
Enter Truſty and Lord Brum ton. 


RUSTY. 
Hz knows no Moderation in Jargon Fortune ; ſhe 
has, out of Impatſence to ſee herſelf in her Weeds, 
order d her Mantua oman to ſtitch up any thing im- 
mediately 
loud — ſhe is ſo wantonly merry. 

Ld. B. But this of Lady Sharlot is the very utmoſt of 
all Il Pray read But I muſt fit——My late Fit 
of the Gout makes me act wh Pain and Conſtraint— 
Let me ſee—— 

Tru. She writ it by the Page who brought i it me, as 
J had wheedled him to do all their Paſſages. 

Ld. B. [reads] *© You muſt watch the Occaſion of the 
« Servants being gone out of the Houſe with the Corps, 
« Tattleaid ſhall conduct you to my Lady Sharlot's A- 
2 t away with her and beſure you bed her 

* Your affectionate Siſter, Mary Brumpton.““ 

Brumpton ? The Creature—She call'd as Frank's Mo- 
ther was? Brumpton / The Succuba ! What a Devil In- 
carnate have I had in my Boſom ? Why the common a- 
bandon'd Town Women would ſcruple ſuch an Action as 
this—Tho' they have loſt all Regard to their own Cha- 
ſtity, they would be tender of another's—Why ſure ſhe 
had no Infancy—She never had Virginity, to have no 
Compaſſion through Memory of her own former Inno- 
cence—This is to forget her very Humanity—her very 
Sex — Where is my poor Boy? Where's Frank ? Does 
not he want / How has he liv d all this time Not a 
Servant, I warrant, to attend him What Company 
can he keep ? What can he ſay of his Father? 

Tru. Tho' you made him not your Heir, he is ſtill your 
Son—and has all the Duty and Tenderneſs in the Worid, 
for your Memory 

II. B. It is impoſſible, Trufty, it is impoſſible—T will 
not rack myſelf with the Thought, that one I have in- 


. jur'd 
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jur' d can be ſo vety good Keep me in Countenance— 


tell me he hates my very Name wou d not aſſume my 
Title, becauſe he deſcends from me—— What's his 
Company ? | | | 
Tru. Young Tom z they are never aſunder. 
La. B. I am glad he has my pretty Tattler——the 
chearful Innocent —Harriet—I hope he'll be good to 
her——he's good natur'd and well-bred . 
Tru. But, my Lord, ſhe was very punctual in order- 
ing the Funeral—ſhe bid Sable be ſure to lay you deep 
enough ſhe had heard ſuch Stories of the wicked 
Sextons taking up People—but I wiſh, my Lord, you 
would pleaſe to hear her and Tattleaid once more. 
LA. B. I know to what thy Zeal tends— but I tell 
you, ſince you cannot be convinc'd but that I have ſtill a 
* Softneſs for her ſay tho? I had fo, it ſhould never make 
me tranſgreſs that ſcrupulous Honour that becomes a 
Peer of England—if I could forget Injuries done myſelf 
thus groſs—I never will thoſe done my Friends—You 
knew Sharlot's worthy Father No there's no need of 
my ſeeing more of this Woman I behold her now with 
the ſame Eyes that you do there's a Meanneſs in all 
ſhe ſays or does—ſhe has a great Wit, but a little Mind — 
ſomething ever wanting to make her appear my Lady 
Brumpton—ſhe has nothing natively great—you ſee I 
love her not talk- with Judgment of her— 
Tru. I ſee it, my good Lord, with Joy I ſee it— 


nor care how few things I ſee more in this World -m 


Satisfaction is compleat—welcome old Age—welcome 
Decay tis not Decay, but Growth to a latter Being. 
(Exit, leading Ld. B. 


Re-enter Txusr y meeting CABINET. 


Tru. I have your Letter, Mr. Cabinet. 
Cab. I hope, Sir, you'll believe it was not in my 
Nature to be guilty of ſo much Baſeneſs ; but being born 
a Gentleman, and bred out of all Roads of Induſtry in 
that idle Manner too many are, Fſoon ſpent a ſmall Pa- 


the 
* 


trimony; and being debauch'd by Luxury, I fell into 
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the narrow Mind to dread'no Infamy like Poverty— 


which made me guilty, as that Paper tells you and 
| had I not writ to you, r comms 
you of it. 

Tru. It is an ingenious, pious Penitence in you—my 
Lord Hardy—(to whom this Secret is ineſtimable) is a 
noble-natur'd Man—and you ſhall find him ſuch——I 

give you my Word— 

Cab. I know, Sir, your Integrity— 

- Tru. But pray be there—all that you have to do is 
to aſk for the Gentlewoman at the Houſe at my Lord 
Hardy's —ſhe'll take Care of you—And pray have Pa- 
tience, where-ſhe places you, till you ſee me—{ Exit 
i Cab.] My Lord Hardy's being an Houſe where they re- 
ceive Lodgers, has allow'd me Convenience to place e- 
very Body I think neceſſary to be by at her Diſcovery— 
This prodigious welcome Secret ! I ſee however im- 
practicable. honeſt Actions may appear, we map go on 


with Juſt 1 | es 


All that is ours, 'is to Ty juſtly bene, | 
And Hear) in iti own Cauſe a0 th Event. ¶ Exit. 


| 2 Ta III and bis Party. 

Trim. March up, March up—Now we are near the 
Citadel—and I halt only to give the neceſſary Orders 
for the Engagement—Ha ! Clump, Clump.— When we 

come to Lord Brumpton's Door, and you ſee us conveni- 
ently diſpos'd about the Houſe—you are to wait till you 


ſee a Corps brought out of the Houſe - then to go up to 


him you obſerve the Director, and aſk him importunately 
for an Alms to a poar Soldier—for which you may be ſure 
you ſhall have a good Blow or two but if you have not, 

be ſawcy, till you have Then when you ſee a File of 
Men got between the Houſe and the Body—A File of 
Men, Bumpkin, is fix Men—I ſay, when you ſee the 


File in ſuch a Poſture, that half the File may face to the 


Houſe, half to the Body—you are to fall down, crying 
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Murder, that the half File fac'd to the Body may throw 
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it and themſelves over you—I then march to your Ref. - 
cue Then, Seagger, you and your Party fall in to ſe- 
cure my Rear, whale | arch off with the Body—Theſe 
are the Orders and this, with a little Improvement of 
my own, is the ſame Diſpoſition Villeroy and Catinat 


made at Chiari. 
[ Marches off with his Party. 


— Wrbow 5 in ; deed Mourning, with a dead Squirrel * 
on ber Arm, and Terran ii. 


-W3d. It muſt be ſoIt muſt be your Careleſsneſi— 

What had the Page to do in my Bed-chamber ? 

Fat. Indeed, I can't ve tell—But I came in and 
catch d him wringing round his Neck 

id. Tell the Raſcal from me— he ſhall romp with 

5 dhe Footmen no more—No—T'll ſend the Rogue in a 
Frock to learn Latin among the dirty Boys that come to 
| I will- But tis ever ſo among theſe Creatures 
that live on one's ſuperfluous Affection z a Lady's Wo- 

man, Page and Squirrel are always Rivals. 
Poor harmleſs Animal—Pretty ev'n in Death : 

Death might have over-look'd thy little Life— _ 
How could'i thou, Robin, leave thy Nuts and me? 
How was' t, import nate Deareſt, thou ſhould'ſt die ?. 
Thou never did'ſt invade thy Neighbour's Soil: 

Never mad'ſt War with — Shews of Peace: 
Thou never haſt depopulated Regions, 
But chearfully didſt bear thy little Chain, 

Tar. Alaſs, Alaſs I We are all mortal: Conſider, Ma- 
dam, my Lord's dead too. [Wee 
Nad. Ay, But our Animal Friends do wholly die; an 
Husband or Relation, after Death, is rewarded or tor- 
mented That's ſome Conſolation 1 know her Tears 
are falſe, for ſhe hated Robin always [de.] But 

 - ſhe's a well · bred diſhoneſt Servant, ” that never ſpeaks a 

- Truth Bu- I'll reſolve to conquer my Affliction 
Never ſpeak more of Robin——Hide him there—— 


But to my Dreſs—How ſoberly magnificent is _ 


. | And the Train—l Gd dag eee 
e- ſuch long Tails ! . 
le Tar. Why, Madam, the ſtatelieſt of all Creatures has 
of the longeſt Tail, the Peacock, nay, that of all Creatures 
* the fineſt Mein t00—except your Ladyſhip, who are.a 


Phenix—— 
Ye id. Ho | Brave Tattleaid—But did not you obſerve 
* what a whining my Lady S/y made, when ſhe had drank 


a little ? Did you believe her? Do you think there are 
really People ſorry for their Husbands ? , 
_ Tat. Really, Madam, ſome Men do leave their For- | 
tunes in ſuch Diſtraction, that I believe it may be— 
[ Speaks with Pins in her Mouth, 
4 id. But An how it came — to dreſs us 
us-—I proteſt, w my Equi is ready, and I 
movein 1 y. Ida Rügy nr t an Emnbaſſi 
dreſs from 4. . of REED the diftreſſed 
State of Amazonia—to treat for Men—But I proteſt I 
wonder how two of us thus clad can meet with a grave 
Face—Methinks they ſhould laugh out like two Fortune- 
tellers, or two opponent Lawyers that know each other 
for Cheats—— 
Tat. Ha! ha! ha! I ſwear to you, Madam, your 
a Ladyſhip's Wit will choak me one time or other] had 
like to have ſwallowed all the Pins in my Mouth 
Wid. But, Tatty, to keep Houſe fix Weeks, that's 
another barbarous Cuſtom ; but the Reaſon of it, I ſup- | 
poſe, was that the baſe People ſhould not ſee People of 
Quality may be as afflicted as themſelves —— —__ 
at. No,'tis becauſe they ſhould not ſee * em as mer- 
ry as themſelves. 
| 1 Ha! ha! ha! Huſſey, you never ſaid that you 
ſpoke laſt—why tis juſt tis Satyr · L m ſure you ſaw 
it in my Face, that I was going to ſay it——'twas too 
for you Come, lay down that Sentence and the 
in-cuſhion, and pin up my Shoulder —Harkee, Helly, 
if + you ſhou'd, as I hope-you won't, out-live we. Bhs 
care I an't buried i in Flannel, 'twould never 
I'm 3 they can be as merry: Well, 1 
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my new Acquaintance What's her Name-—She that 


reads ſo much, and writes Verſes—-Her Husband was 


deaf the firſt Quarter of a Vear -I forgot her Name — 
That — ſhe'll a. Wall 

vert me ſtrangely-—-TÞ'll be very great with her—-She 
talk*d very learnedly of the Ridicule, till ſhe was ridicu- 
lous—-then ſhe ſpoke of the Decent—-of the Agreea- 
ble-—-of the Infenfible-—-ſhe deſigns to print the Diſ- 
But of all things I like her Notion of the In- 
ſenſible. . 5 3 | 
Tat. Pray Madam, how was that? 

Mid. A moſt uſeful Diſcourſe to be inculcated in our 
Teens—the Purpoſe of it is to diſguiſe our Apprehenſi- 
on in this i!-bred Generation of Men, who ſpeak before 
Women what they ought not to hear—As now, ſuppoſe 
you were a Spark in my Company, and you ſpoke ſome 
double Entendre-—T look thus! But be a Fellow, and 
you ſhall ſee how I'll uſe you The Inſenſible is uſeful 
upon any Occaſion, where we ſeemingly neglect, and ſe- 


cretly approve, which is our ordinary common Caſe— 


Now ſuppoſe a Coxcomb dancing, prating and playing 
his Tricks before me to move me—without Pleaſure or 
Diſtaſte in my Countenance I look at him-—juſt thus 
but—Ha ! ha! ha! I have found out a Supplement to 
this Notion of the Inſenſible, for my own Uſe, which is 
infallible, and that is to have always in my Head all that 
they can ſay or do to me-—-ſo never be ſurpriz'd with 
Laughter, the Occaſion of which is always ſudden— 
Tat. Oh, my Lady Brumpton [ Tattleaid bows and 
cringes.] my Lady—your moſt obedient Servant 
Wid. Look you, Wench, you ſee by the Art of In- 
ſenſibility I put you out of Countenance, tho* you were 
prepar'd for an ill Reception | 
Tat. Oh! Madam—how juſtly are you form'd for 
what is now fall'n to you, the Empire of Mankind— 
Mid. O Sir—that's put me out of all my Inſenſibility 
at once - that was ſo gallant Ha; what Noiſe is that 
that Noiſe of Fighting -Run, I fay——Whither are 
you going—— What, are you mad Will you leave 
6 me 


„that Woman does di- 
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me alone Can't you ſtir—What you can't take your 
Meſſage with you Whatever it is, I ſuppoſe you are 
not in the Plot; not you———Not that now they're 
breaking open my Houſe for Sharlot—Not you—Go 
ſee what's the matter I ſay, I have no Body I can 
trut——One [ Exit Tattleaid] Minute I think this 
Wench honeſt, and the next falſe——Whither ſhall I 
turn me! | 

Tat. Madam Madam. [ Re-entring. 

Wid. Madam, Madam! Will you ſwallow me ga- 


ing | 
Fr. Pray, good my Lady, be not ſo out of Humour 
But there is a Company of Rogues have ſet upon our 
Servants and the Burial Man's, while others ran away 
with the Co - | | 
Mid. How ! What can this mean? What can they 
do with it Well *twill ſave the Charges of Inter- 
ment—But to what End ? BEEN 


Enter Txv STY, and a Serwant bloody and dirty, haling 
in CLUMP and BUMPKIN. 


Ser. I'll teach you better Manners —1'Il poor Soldier 
you——You Dog you, I will-—Madam, here are 
two of the Raſcals that were in the Gang of Rogues 
that carried away the Co | | 

Wid. We'll examine 'em apart—Well, Sirrah, what 
are you? Whence came you? What's your Name ? 


n | 
_ . ©. [Clump males Signs as a dumb Man. 
Ser; O you Dog, you could ſpeak loud enough juſt 
now, Sirrah, when your Brother Rogues maul'd Mr. 
Sable. We'll make you ſpeak, Sirrah 
Wid. Bring the other Fellow hither -I ſuppoſe you 
will own you knew that Man before you ſaw him at 
my Door ? 
Clamp, I think I have ſeen the Gentleman's Face. 
Ny | [ Bowing to Bumpkin. 
 Wid. The Gentleman's! The Villain mocks me 
But, Friend, you look like an honeſt. Man; what are 
you? Whence come you ? What are you, Friend ? 
A E 3 Bump. - 
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Bump. Tſe at preſent but a private Gentleman, but I 
was liſted to be a Serjeant in my Lord Hardy's Compa- 
ny —Þ'ſe not aſham'd of my Name, nor of my Koptin— 
Vi. Leave the Room all — 
I!Exeunt all but Truſty and Tattleaid. 
Mr. Truly, —Lord Hardy ! © that impious young Man 
—thus, with the ſacrilegious Hands of Ruffians to divert 
his Father's Aſhes from their Urn and reſt—I ſuſpeR this 
Fellow [afde.] Mr. Tray, I muſt defire you to be ftill near 
me—PII know the Bottom of this, and to Lord Hardy's 
Lodgings as I am, inſtantly— Tis but the Backſide of 
this Street, I think Let a Coach be call'd—Taztleaid, 
as ſoon as I am gone conduct my Brother and his 
Friends to Lady Sharlot, away with her—bring Mada- 
moiſelle away to me—that ſhe may not be a Witneſs— 
Come, good Mr. Trufty. 5 [ Erxeunt. 
Enter Lord HARDY leading HARZIOT; Caurrzy 
and I'M. © | 
L. Ha. Why then I find this Mr. Trim is a perfect 
General—But I'll aſſure you, Sir, 1'll never allow you 
an Hero, who could leave your Miſtreſs behind you; 
you ſhould have broke the Houſe down, but you ſhould 
have brought Madamoiſelle with you PRs 
Trim. No really, Madam, I have ſeen ſuch ſtrange 
Fears come into the Mens Heads, and ſuch ſtrange Re- 
ſolutions into the Womens, upon the occaſion of Ladies 
following a Camp, that I thought it more diſcreet to leave 
her behind me my Succeſs will naturally touch her as 
much 2s if be were —— — e this. [fi] 
L. Ha. d intelligent Fellow this. [afide 
But were not Jaan my Lord, you believ* 720 
Brumpton would follow hither - if ſo, pray let me be gone 
Lg. H. No, Madam; I muſt beſeech your Ladyſhip to 
ſtay, for there are things alledg'd againſt her which you, 
who have liv'd in the Family, may perhaps, give light . 
unto, and which I canꝰi believe even ſhe could be guilty of. 
T. Ha. Nay, my Lord, that's generous to a Folly, for 
ever for her Uſage of you(without regard to my ſelf) I am 
ready to believe the would do any wy; that can come in- 
to the Head of a cloſe, malicious;cruel,defi 2 — 
5 Enter 
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| 1 'My Lady. Enter 3 
Bey. My Lady Brumpton's — 
L. Ha. I'll run then — 
Cam. No, no, ſtand your Ground: You a Soldier's 
Wife? Come, we'll rally her to Death———-* | 
L. H. Prithee entertain her a little, while I go in 


* 


for a Moment's Thought on this Occafion. [ Exit. 


IL. Ha. She has more Wit than us both—— 
Cam. Plaw, no matter for that Be ſure as ſoon as the 


Sentence is out of my Mouth to clap in with ſomething. 


elſe and laugh at all I ſay ; 1'll begrateful, and burſt my 
ſelf at my pretty witty Wife We'll fall in ſlap upon her 
ſhe ſhan't have time to ſay a Word of the running away. 
Euter Lady Bauurrox and TausTY, © 
O, my Lady —_— Ladyſhip's moſt obedient 
Servant: This is my Lady Harriat Canpley Why, Ma- 
dam, your Ladyſhipis immediately in your Mourning 
Nay, as you have more Wit than any Body, ſo (what 
ſeldom Wits have) you have more Pruderice too—Other 
Widows have nothing in a readineſs but a ſecond Hus“ 
band—But you, I ſee had your very Weeds and Dreſs 


f , de, 


ſz. Ay, Madam; I ſee your Ladyſhip is of the 
Order of Widowhood, for you have put on the Habit 
Vid. I ſee your Ladyſhip is not of the Profeſſion of 


ty, for you have loſt the Look on't——— _ 


Virgini | 

- ay You are in the Habit That was ſo pretty, nay, 
without Flattery, Lady Harriet, you have great deal 
of Wit, ha! ha! ha! — 

L. Ha. No, my Lady Brumpton here is the Woman of 
Wit; but, i ſhe has but little enough, conſidering 


bow much her Ladyſhip has to defend. Ha'! ha! ha! 


id. I am ſorry, Madam, your —— — not 
what's ſufficient for your Occaſions, or that this pretty 
Gentleman can't ſupply em 5 
— 8 dancing about and trolling, 
Hey day |! I find, Sir, your Heels are a great help to you 
Head They relieve your Wit, I ſee; and [ 


alour: Hal hal 
| +. ol Cam, 
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| —— but e er now they have been as kind to your 
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Cam. Pox, I can ſay nothing; TWwas always thus with 
your Endeavours to be witty [ Afide.] I ſaw, Madam, 
your Mouth go, but there could be nothing offer'd in 
Anſwer to what my Lady Harriet, ſaid— I'was home 

—— Twas cutting Satyr 


L. Ha. Oh, Mr. Campley.! But pray, Madam, has. 


Mr. Cabinet viſited your r Ladyſhip fince this Calamity— 
How ſtands that Affair now 

Wid. Nay, Madam, if you already want! nſtruRions 
I acquaint you how the World ſtands if you are in 
Difſtreſs—but I fear Mr. C overhears us 

Cam. Andall the tune the Pipers play'd was Toll-toll- 
dorol I wear, Lady Harriot, were I not already 
yours I could have a Tender for this Lady. 


Wid. Come, good Folks, I find we are very free with 


each other What makes you two here? Do you Board 


my Lord, or he you? Come, come, ten Shillings a Head 


will go a great way in a Family What do you ſay Mrs. 
Campley, is it ſo? Does your Ladyſhip go to Market your 
ſelf—Nay, you're in the right of it—-Come—can you 


imagin what makes my Lord ftay--He is not now with his 
Land-Steward—not ſigning Leaſes Ihope? Ha! ha! hal 
Cam. Hang her, to have more Tongue than a Man . 


and his Wife too 1 { </ide. 
Enter 1 Ras 


244 H. Becauſe your Ladyſhip is I know, in very much 
Pain in Company you have injured— I'll be ſhort— Open 


thoſe Doors — there lies your Husband's my Father's 


Body —and by you ſtands the Man atculgs Foe of Pai- 


ſoning him 
Mid. Of Poiſoning him Ti FR > 
Tru. The Symptoms will appear upon the Corps. 


Ld. H. But I am ſeiz'd by Nature--How ſhall . 
view a breathleſs Lump of Clay—Him whoſe high 


Veins convey'd to me this vital Force, and Motion. 
I cannot bear that vight | 
I am as fix'd and Motionleſs as 6 


Ps 


[They open the Coffin, out of which jumps Lady $harlot. 


Art thou the ghaſtly Shape my M ind had 8 
Art thou the cold * Maid ! 


1 


Thou 
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Thou giv'ſt new higher Life to all around. 
Whither does Fancy, fir'd with Love, convey me 
Whither tranſported by my pleaſing Fury! 
The Seaſon vaniſhes at thy Approach ; 
*Fis Morn, 'tis Spring=—- 
Daiſies and Lillies ſtrow thy flow'ry Wey. 
Why is my Fair unmov'd—My Heav'nly Fair; 
Does ſhe but ſmile at my exalted Rapture? | 
. Oh ! Senſe of Praiſe to me unfelt before, 
Speak on, ſpeak on, and charm my attentive Ear! 
w ſweet Applaufe is from an honeſt Tongue. 
'Thou lov'd _ Find. Haſt well Affection plac'd'; 
In what, nor Time, nor Age, nor Care, nor Want cn 
alter— 
Oh how I joy in thee——My eternal Loves ; 
Immutable as the Object of my Flame! 
I love, I'm proud, I triumph that I love, | 
Pure, I approach thee—Nor did I with-empty Shown, 
Gorgeous Attire, or ſtudied Negligence, 
Or Song, or Dance, or Ball, allure thy Soul; 
Nor want, or fear, ſuch Arts to keep or loſe it. 
-— aan with fand ReluQance doubt to —— | 
M acious, bright n this gallant Heart. 

2 wo. [| Reclines on Hardy. 

L. Ha. Ay marry—theſe are high doings indeed, ts 
Greatneſs of the Occafion has burk their Paſſion into 
Speech—Why, Mr. Campley, when we are near theſe / 
fine Folks, you and I are but mere Sweet - heart 
I proteſt —['ll never be'won gh 3 you ſhall begin again 
with me. 

Cam. Prithee, why doſtn name us poor Animals [ They 
have forgot there are any ſuch Creatures as their old Ac- 
quaintance Tom and Harriet. 

Ld. H. So we did indeed, but you'll p W 

Cam. My Lord, I never thought to ſee the Minute 
wherein I ſhould rejoyce at your forgetting me, but 
now 1 do heartily. [ Embracing. 


L. Sb. Harriot ! 
L. Ha. — beine. e 


— 


Wid. . 
fcill'd at cloſe Conveyances—l U know the Meaning 
inſtantly of theſe Intricacies, tis not your ſeeming Ho- 
neſty * Gravity ſhall ſave you from your Deſerts. 
My Huſband's Death was 8 and the Burial 
Fellow were obſerv'd very familiar Produce my Hus - 
band's Body —or I'll try you for his Murther ; which I 
find you'd put on me, thou helliſh Engine! 

p Tru. Look — — M — — = but I 
corn to eople in —Yyou're undone — 
= reproach Peopl ery—y 
wi. What does the Dotard mean? Produce the Bo- 
© dy, Villain, or the Law ſhall have thine for it. 
Lonely Exit haſtily.) Do you deſign to let the Villain 
eſcape? How juſtly did your Father judge, that made 
— a — with that Spirit Vou meant juſt now 
not bear the —— of thoſe you'd injur d. 
4 H. You are a Woman, Madam, and my Father's 
Widow But ſure you think you've highly injur'd me. 
[ Here my Lord and Truly half enter and — 

Vid. No, Sir, I have not, will not, injure 
muſt obey the Will of my deceas'd Lord to a — 
I muſt juſtly pay Legacies. Your Father, in conſidera- 
tion that you were his Blood, would not wholly alienate 
you—He Neft you; Sir, this Shilling, wich which Eſtate 
now are Earl of Brumpton—— 
LA. H. Infolent Woman—lIt was not me my good 
Father difinherited, twas him you repreſented. The 
Guilt was thine he did an AR of Juſtice. 

Lord Buurron entring with Tavsrr. 
Lad. B. Oh unparrallel!'d Goodneſs ! | ; 
TATTLEAID and MADAMOISELLE at the other Door 
entring. 

Tru. Oh Tatthaid—His and our Hour is come. 

Wid. What do I fee, my Lord, my Maſter, my 
Huſband living ! | 

Ld. B. [Turning from her, running to his Son. jon my 
Boy, my Son — Mr. C ampley—Sharht—Harriat—{ All 


peg to bim] O my Children—Oh, oh! Theſe _ 
ons 


FFC 


ſaw your 2 e with Horror, 
(as | 
your Ghoſt for Alienation of your 
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fions are too ſtrong for my old Frame Oh the ſweet 
Torture] my Son my Son! I ſhall expire in the too 
mighty Pleaſure! my ! E Lt 

74 H. A Son, an Heir, a Bridegroom in one Hour | 
Oh! grant me, Heav'n, grant me Moderation! 


Vid. A Son, an Heir! Am I neglected then? 


What ? Can my Lord revive, yet dead to me? 
Only to me deceas'd —to make me alone, 


Deaf to my Sighs, and ſenſeleſs to my Moan ? 


La. B. Tis ſo long ſince I have ſeen Plays, good 
Madam, that I know not whence thou doſt repeat, nor 
can I anſwer. Zach en 

Wid. You can remember tho' a certain Settlement, 
in which I am thy Son and Heir—great Noble, that I 
ſuppoſe not taken from a Play, that's as irrevocable- as 
Law can make it; that if you ſcorn me—your Death 
and Life are equal—Or I'H ſtill wear my Mourning 
cauſe you're living. pl . 

Tru. Value her not, my Lord, a prior Obligation 


made you incapable of ſettling on her your Wife. 


— __ Thy — Truſty, does diſtraft thee 1 
0 i iſingage myſelf by any honeſt Means, 
but, alas, I know no prior Gift that avoids this to her 
hr free mh 55 4 VVV 
Tru. Look you, Madam, I'll come again immedi- 
ately—Be not troubled, my dear *. [Ei. 


am. Truſty looks very confident, there is ſome good 


in that. s 
4 Re-enter TnusTY with Canrnert. | 
Cab. What, my Lord B living? Nay then 
Treu. Hold, Sir, you muſt not ſtir, nor can you, Sir, 
retract this for your hand-writing——My Lord, this 
Gentleman, ſince your ſuppos d Beck. has lurk'd a- 
bout the Houſe to ſpeak with my Lady, or Tattleai, 
who upon your Deceaſe have ſhan'd him, in Hopes, 
ſuppoſe, to buy him off for ever—Now as he was 
prying about, he peep'd into your Cloſet—--where wd 


believing himſel he might) the Diſturder"of 


Famil 
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Family——he writ me this Letter, wherein he acknow- 


ledges a private Marriage with this Lady, half a Year 
before you ever yur her. 


All-How!:. © -[ All turn upon ber di ;[dainfully, 
#id- No more a Widow then, but ſtill a Wife. 
[ Recovering from her Confuſion. * 


I xn thy Wife—thou Author of my Evil. 
Thon muſt partake with me an homely Board, 
An homely Board that never ſhall be chearful ; 
But ev'ry Meal embicter'd with Upbraidings. - - 
Thou that could'tt tell me, Good and Ill were Words, 
When thou could'ſt baſely let me to another, | 
Yet could'ſt ſee Sprights, great Unbeliever ! 
Coward ! Bugg-bear'd Penitent x 
Stranger henceforth to all my Joys, my Joys, 
To thy Diſhonour ; deſpicable Thing, 
Diſhozour thee? 'Thou voluntary Cuckold. 
[Cabiner 2 off, Widow flings after him, Tattleaid 
ing. x 
Ld. B. 1 15 you're all confuſed as well as "HE" 3 are - 
my Chiliraneſ hold youallſo. And for your own: 
Uſe will ſpeak plainly to you, I cannot hate that Woman: 
Nor ſhall the ever want. Tho'ifcorn to bear her Injuries 
— yet had I ne'er been rousꝰd from that low Paſſion to a 
worthleſs Creature—but by Diſdain of her Attempt on 
my Friend's Child, I am glad that Scorn's confirm'd. 
by her being that Fellow' „whom for my own Sake I 
only will contemn. Thee, T-u/fty, how ſhall we proſecute: 
with equal Praiſe and Thanks for this. great 3 
in our Houſe? 
Tru. Never to ſpeak on't more, my Lord. 
Lad. B. You are now, Gentlemen, going into Cares at 
a Criſis in your Country. - 
And on this great Qccafion 7 — mount 
Old Campley which thy Father gave me, 
And attend thee, a chearful gay old Man 
Into the Field to repreſent our Country. 5 
My rough Plabeian Britains, not yet Slaves th, 
To. France, ſhall mount thy Father's Son 
"oy her * Echo loud their Joy 


While 
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While I and Tru/ty follow weeping after: - a 

But be thou honeſt, - firm, ' impartial, Kel hae PIR 

Let neither Love, nor Hate, nor Faction move thee, 

Diſtinguiſh Words from Things, and Men from Crimes} 

Punctual be thou in Payments, nor baſely 

Screen thy faults gainſt Law, behind the 

Laws thou makeſt | 39 

But thou againſt my Death, muſt learn a ſupererogatory 

Morality. [To Lord Hardy, 
As he is to be juſt, be generous thou: 

Nor let thy reaſonable Soul be ſtruck 

With Sounds and Appellations : Title is 

No more, if not ſignificant | 

Of ſomething that's ſuperior in thy ſelf 

To other Men, of which thou may'ſt be 

Conſcious, yet not proud But if you ſwerve 

From higher Virtue than the Crowd poſſeſs, 

Know they that call thee Honourable,” mock thee! 

You are to be a Peer, by Birth a Judge 

Upon your Honour of other Lives and Fortunes: 

Becauſe that Honour's dearer than your own. 

Be good, my Son, and be a worthy Lord : 

For when. our ſhining Virtues bleſs Mankind, 

We diſappoint the livid Malecontents, 

Who long to call our noble Order uſeleſs. 

Our All's in Danger, Sirs, nor ſhall you dally 

Your Youth away with your fine Wives. 

No, in your Country's Cauſe you. ſhall meet Death, 

W hile feeble we with Minds refign'd do wait it. 

Not but I intend your Nuptials as ſoon as poſſible, t$ 

draw Intails and Settlements. How nerefſary ſuch things 

are, I had like to have been a fatal Inſtance. 

Cam. But, my Lord, here are a Couple that need 

not wait ſuch Ceremonies. Pleaſe but to fit: You've 

been extremely mov'd, and muſt be tir d. You ſay we 

muſt not ſpend our time in Dalliance, you'll ſee my Lord, 

the Entertainment reminds us alſo of nobler Things, 

and what I defign'd for my Gon Wedding, Ill compli- 

ment the General with. The Bride dances finely—— 

Trim, will you dance with her ? 85 


Trin. 
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Trim. 1 will, but I can't—There's a Country- 
of her's without, by Accident. _ 
Cam: Ay, but is he a Dancer? 
Trim. Is a Frenchman a Dancer? Is a Welchman a 
Gentleman? Il bring him in—— 
[Here . a Dance, and the following Songs. 


Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 
Sung by Jae Bowsn. 
I. 

N ts Bed ſupinely laid, 
O Behold thy low'd expecting Maid: 
tn Tremor, Bluſhes, half in Tears, 
Much, much ſbe wiſhes, more She fears. 
Take, take her to thy faithful Arms, 
Hrunx * thee all ber Charms. 

1 | 

Heawn to thee bequeaths the Fair, 
To raiſe thy Toy, and lull thy Care; 
Heav n made Grief, if mutual, ceaſe, 
But Toy, divided, to encreaſe : 


To mourn with her exceeds Delight, 
Darkneſs with ber, the Joys of Light. 


Sung by Mr. Parz. 


I. 


Riſe, ariſe, _ Deas 2 Arms renown " S 
Riſe from rns, and ſave your dying Sto 
Your Deeds will be in dark Oblivion crown” A hos 

For mighty WiLL1am ſeizes all your Glory. 


=_ 
ais the Britiſh trumpet ſounds, 


Again Bu TAN IA Gleeds ; 


To glorious r or comety Wounds; 


nt. 
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nan 8 III. | 
Pay &5, hind Fate, the Debt you owe, - 
| Celeſtial Minds from Clay untie, 
" A Let coward Spirits dawell below, ©" PEO | 
And only give the Brave to die. | 
"gs. | = 


L. B. Now, Gentlemen, let the Miſeries which 1 

| have but miraculouſly eſcap'd, admoniſn you te have 

always Inclinations-proper for the Stage of Life you're 

in. Don't follow Love when Nature ſeeks but Eaſe : 

Otherwiſe you'll fall intoa Lethargy of your Diſhonour, 

when warm Purſuits of Glory are over with you ; for 
Fame and Reſt are utter Oppoſites. 


You who the Path of Honour make your Guide, 
Muſt let your Paſſion with your Blood ſubfide ; 
And no untim'd Ambition, Love, or Rage 
Employ the Moments of. declining Age: 
Elſe Boys will in your Preſence loſe their Fear, 
And laugh at the grey Head they ſhould revere. 


| EPL 
I. 


EPILOGUE 
Spoken by Lord Hardy, 
OE, Hope and Fear, Defire, Averſion, Rage, | 
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4 All that can move the Soul, or can afſwage, 

As drawn in Miniature of Life, the Stage. 
Here you can view your Selves, and here is ſhown 

To avhat you're bern in Sufferings not your oo 

Te Stage to Wiſdom's no ' antaflick Way; © 

Athens her/elf learn d Virtue at a Pla. 

Our Author me to Night a Soldier drew, + 
But faintly writ, what warmly you pur ſue : 
To his great ”urpoſe had he equal Fire, 

He'd not aim to pleaſe only, but inſpire; * 

| He'd fing what hovering Fate attends our Iſle, 

And from baſe P 1 rouſe to plorious Toil: 

Full Time the Earth ta new Decifion brings; 

Wile William gives the Roman Eagle Wings: 
With Arts aul Arms ſhall Britain tamely end, 
Which naked Picts fo bravely could defend: 

- The painted Heroes on th' Invaders preſs, 
And think ther Wounds Addition to their Dreſs ; 
In younger Tears aue ve been with Conguelt bleſt, 
And Paris has the Britiſn Yoke conft/5'd; 

It then in England, in hft England. 4nowwn, 
Her Kings are nam'd from a revolted Throne? 
But we offend==== You no Examples need, 
In Imitation of your/etves proceed; 

*Tis you your Country's Honour muſt ſecure, 

Be all your Actions worthy of Namur: 

With gentle Fires your Gallantry improve, 
Courage is brutal, if unteuch'd with Lobe: 

I, foon cur utmoſt Erawvery's not diſplay d, 

Think that bright Circle muſt be Captives made. 
Let Thoughts of ſaving them our Toils beguile, 
And they reward our Labours with a Smile. 


* 
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